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PREFACE 

THIS book was written in 1901, while its 
author was a prisoner at Ahmednagar. 
It was written in Dutch, and has been put into 
English by a young lady from what was the 
Orange Free State. 
^ The author is a friend and relation of mine, 
^ son of a clergyman in the Transvaal, and of old 
\ Afrikander stock on both sides. His book is 
the more valuable because of the absence of all 
literary pretensions, and it may be taken as 
truly representative of the Afrikander spirit, 

J which has been so much misconceived in 
England. 
V Frederik van Eeden 

Walden, N. Holland, 
July, 1902 
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FOREWORD 

r^OULD I have known that the war would 
last so long, I might from the beginning 
have taken notes. They would have brought 
back memories in a way pleasant to me now, 
and perhaps also to those who have asked me 
to write down my adventures. 

Often it occurred to me to keep a diary, 
but I was obliged to give up the idea because 
my clothes were sometimes so thoroughly 
drenched that the letters in my pocket were 
not readable. Later on, when clothes were 
scarce and pockets past mending, I often made 
the unpleasant discovery that caused the fool, 
on his journey from the land of Kokanje, to 
cry to the King: *We have ridden at such 
a breakneck pace, see. everything has slipped 
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through this little hole!' Now I am obliged 
to write down my adventures without any 
notes, so dates, numbers, and names of places 
will occasionally be missing. It stands to 
reason that I— being an exile in a strange 
country, in the fort of ... in ... , cut off 
from the world outside and without any official 
reports — should simply limit myself to my own 
personal experience. And, lastly, I must apolo- 
gize to my readers for so often speaking of 
myself and my friends ; but that is inevitable 
in this tale. 

I shall pass rapidly over the first part of my 
life on commando. If my memory plays me 
false — which is not very probable, as I still 
have a lively recollection of the events — I shall 
be grateful for correction. 

July, 1901. 
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I 

AT THE BOUNDARY — ENTRANCE INTO NATAL — 

DUNDEE — LADYSMITH 

\^HEN that part of the Pretoria town com- 
mando to which my brother Frits and 
I belonged left for the Natal boundary on 
September 30, 1899, we were all very enthu- 
siastic, as could be seen from the nice new 
suits, the new shining guns, and the sleek 
horses. Many ladies had come to the station 
to see us off, and we were proud of having the 
opportunity to fight for our country. Our 
departure seemed then to us a great occasion, 
as we were inexperienced in war. We had 
not yet learnt that one could pass unscathed 
through many a fierce battle. We knew 
nothing of * retreating ' and we knew all about 
the enemy with whom we were to come in 
contact. We imagined that several sharp en- 
gagements would take place — that these would 
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be decisive battles in which many of our men 
would be killed, and therefore the parting 
with relatives and friends was sad indeed. 

Our Field-Cornet, Melt Marais, had told us 
that we had nothing to see to except provisions 
for a day or two, as Government would supply 
us with all necessaries at Zandspruit, where the 
commandos were to concentrate; so many of 
us took neither pots, pans, nor mugs. 

What a disillusion it was to find on our 
arrival at Zandspruit that there were no tents, 
and as yet no provisions of any kind ! So we 
were initiated by having to pass the first nights 
of our commando life on the open veld with 
insufficient food. And in the daytime our work 
was cut out for us, as every other minute our 
horses disappeared — lost among the thousands 
of horses that all looked exactly alike in the 
eyes of an inexperienced townsman. Then it 
meant a running s^nd seeking, an examining of 
marks and tokens, until the stupid among us 
were obliged to tie ribbons to our horses as 
a means of recognising them. And one, the 
story goes, even tied a nosebag, with a bundle 
of forage, to his mount so that it should not 
run away. 
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AT THE BOUNDARY s 

At length the provisions began to arrive, but 
the pots and pans were still scarce, and we 
could not even drink a cup of coffee till a tin 
of jam or meat had been emptied. 

We were just beginning to feel comfortable, 
when the time stated in the ultimatum expired, 
and we had to cross the boundary of Natal. 
General Erasmus was at the head of our com- 
mando. We spent the night near Volksrust 
in a cold hail storm and rain. Those first days 
we are not likely to forget. They were wet, 
cold days, and we were still unaccustomed to 
preparing our own food and looking after our- 
selves. Fortunately, we had the opportunity, 
a few days later, of supplying ourselves with 
all necessaries at Newcastle. 

Before we crossed the boundary General 
Erasmus had addressed us and told us the 
news of our first victory — the taking of an 
armoured train at Kraaipan ; at that time we still 
made a fuss about such a trifle. Also, in those 
days, we still looked up with respect to our 
leaders. 

Ds. Postma, who accompanied us every- 
where, led us in prayer. Not one of the 
burghers seems to have known where the 
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enemy were. We advanced slowly and care- 
fully, as we expected to meet with the enemy at 
any moment ; but we saw no signs of them 
until we came to Dundee. After a rest of 
a few days we undertook the momentous 
expedition to the mountains of Dundee, to the 
north of the town. 

Towards evening we got the order to * pre- 
pare for three days.' For three days! And 
we had not even provisions enough for one. 
But we understood that there could not yet 
be a proper commissariat, and we fought for 
our country willingly, convinced of the justice 
of our cause ; so we ' prepared ' cheerfully. 

Before the commando started, a terrible 
thunderstorm came on that slowly passed over 
and was followed by a gentle rain. We rode 
hard in the dark, through dongas, past farms 
and houses, zigzagging in a half-circle, to the 
mountains of Dundee. No sound was to be 
heard except the dull thud of the hoofs of 
the galloping horses. Now and again we 
whispered to each other how delightfully we 
were going to surprise the enemy. When the 
horses came to a sudden pause, and an in- 
experienced rider, owing to a presentiment of 
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evil, involuntarily uttered his wish to 'halt/ 
we turned upon him angrily and called him 
' traitor.' We did not then know that we were 
far beyond earshot of the enemy. It stopped 
raining, and towards morning we reached the 
mountains ; and after we had with great diffi- 
culty got our horses on to the mountains, we 
had to await the dawn in the cold, drenched to 
the skin. A mackintosh is of small service in 
such a rain. When the day dawned we led 
our horses higher up. A thick fog had come 
on. General Lucas Meyer was to begin the 
attack on the west, and we were to surprise the 
enemy from the heights. 

When the roar of cannon announced the 
battle, we were full of enthusiasm, but General 
Erasmus forbade anyone to move on before the 
fog lifted. It was quite possible that the fog 
might be only on the mountain-tops, because of 
their great height, and that we would have 
clear weather as soon as we began to descend, 
therefore several of our men begged General 
Erasmus to be allowed to go on ahead as 
scouts. But he was very much against it, and 
said that the enemy might cut off our retreat, 
and * if the enemy surround us it is all up with 
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* 

us/ said he. As soon as the roar of the cannon 
ceased, we withdrew some distance into the 
mountains to let our horses graze. But we had 
only just ofF-saddled, when from all sides came 
the cry of * Saddle ! saddle !' and from our left, 
in the valley, came the sound of firing. A 
detachment of 250 khakies, probably knowing 
nothing of our whereabouts, and intending to 
pass round the mountains and attack Lucas 
Meyer in the rear, was compelled to surrender 
in a few moments, after first having sought 
cover in a kraal near a house. 

We remained three days on the Dundee 
mountains, and during all that time there was a 
steady drizzle, with intervals of hail and wind. 
Once when it cleared up for a few hours we 
got the order to attack the town, but it began 
to rain again, and that night we had to keep 
our positions in the intense cold, without any 
covering. Fortunately, the enemy abandoned 
their camp that night, and when we looked 
down upon the town next morning the khakies 
had vanished. We had only the preceding day 
placed our cannon in a position to command 
the camp. 

When we returned to our saddles, the horses 
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had strayed so far that it took us almost all day 
to get them back. My uncle, Paul Mar6, 
formerly Volksraad member for Zoutpansberg, 
treated us to kaboe-mealies (roasted maize), 
the first we had on commando, and we ate with 
great relish. 

Meanwhile the commando had left. We 
followed, and entered Dundee, where we 
helped ourselves hungrily to the good things 
from the shops placed at the disposal of the 
commandos. 

In an unorganized army looting is a neces- 
sary evil. There are always some of the lower 
classes who are the ringleaders, and when the 
commandos reach a house or farm that has 
already been looted, they join in the looting 
* because the burghers are on commando, and 
they must be well supplied with all necessaries, 
so as to be able to fight well.' So we reasoned, 
and we joined in the looting. I can affirm, to 
the honour of our burghers, that it was not our 
intention to plunder, and in the beginning 
. much was done to prevent it. The lower class 
Uitlander, who joined us for the sake of booty, 
and not for love and sympathy towards us, was 
largely responsible for the bad name we got 
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among right-minded people who did not know 
the facts of the case. It was the same as 
regards theft. If anyone missed his horse, he 
had but to look for it among the * Irish corps,' 
or some other Uitlander corps, and unless he 
knew his beast well he would fail to recognise 
it, as both mane and tail would have been cut 
short by the thief. I do not wish to pretend 
that we were always free from blame. It has 
happened that the Uitlander got a very poor 
horse in exchange for his thoroughbred because 
a Boer had tied the token of recognition to his 
own horse and made off with the better one. 
The truth is that very few men are proof against 
the demoralizing influence of war, and I will 
not deny that this war has shown up our many 
* faults ; but in my tale I shall be able to take 
up the cudgels for my people in cases where 
the rest of the world turned from us because 
they were disappointed in their expectations 
of us. 

After our departure from Dundee the looting 
went on freely. Then we began to witness the 
devastation that is the irremediable consequence 
of war. Here and there a house had been 
completely plundered. At Glencoe Junction 
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I entered the stationmaster's house, a well- 
furnished house with beautiful pictures, books, 
and mirrors. Some massive silver mugs and 
other articles of value were lying about. The 
family had . only just dined, for the cloth was 
still laid. I ate of the food on the table, wrote 
a letter home with pen and ink, and left the 
house. Later on, when I returned, it had been 
thoroughly looted and some of the mirrors 
smashed. There were many of the riff-raff, 
Kaffirs and coolies in the neighbourhood, and 
in all probability they had done the mischief. 

When our commando left Dundee to move 
in the direction of Ladysmith, part of the 
Pretoria town commando was sent to reinforce 
Lucas Meyer, who was to follow the troops 
fleeing from Dundee with his commando. My 
brother and I went with it. A terrible 
thunderstorm came on just then, and during 
the whole march to Ladysmith it rained 
heavily. Every moment we expected to come 
up with the troops, but they had too great a 
start, and we did not overtake them at all. 
We were too late again. An English General 
has said that * the Boers are brave, and make 
good plans, but are always twenty-four hours 
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late/ That can be explained in this way. We 
were accustomed to fighting against Kaffirs, 
who hid in woods and mountains, and against 
whom we had to advance with the utmost 
precaution, so as to lose as few lives as 
possible. So we were too cautious in the be- 
ginning of the war. We would not make a 
great sacrifice to win a battle. 

On October 30 we were present, under 
Liicas Meyer, at the battle near Ladysmith, 
but we did not come into action, as we be- 
longed to a part of the commando that had to 
hold a position to prevent attack in the rear. 
The enemy did not attack our position at all, 
except with a few bombs, because they suffered 
a great defeat near Modderspruit, and had to 
retreat hurriedly. From our positions we 
could see how every time the bombs burst 
among them the fleeing troops seemed to get 
' mazed * for a moment, and then went forward 
again. 

At that time we were often in want of food. 
One must have suffered hunger to know what 
it means. In a few linen bags I had some 
biscuits that had first been reduced to crumbs 
through the riding, and then to a kind of pap 
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by the rain and perspiration of the horse. 
Often when I felt the pangs of famine I added 
some sugar to this mess and ate it with relish. 

Some days later we left Lucas Meyer and 
returned to our commando, which had mean- 
while gone to the north of Ladysmith. During 
our absence Zeederberg had taken the place of 
Melt Marais as Veld-Cornet. 
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SIEGE OF LADYSMltH — BATTLE OF THE 
ROOIRANDJES — BLOWING UP OF THE CANNON 

"l^HEN we surrounded the town and the 
siege began, all talk of the bananas that 
we were to eat in the south of Natal came to 
an end. 

Ladysmith ought never to have been be- 
sieged. On October 30 we should have made 
use of our advantage. If we had at once 
followed the enemy when they fled in disorder, 
we should in all probability easily have taken 
those positions that would have involved the 
immediate surrender of Ladysmith. Many 
lives would have been sacrificed, but not so 
many as were sacrificed during the whole siege. 
And we might have used those men who were 
necessary to maintain the siege elsewhere as 
an attacking force. Instead of following up 
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our advantage, we deliberately prepared for a 
siege. The enemy meanwhile made use of the 
opportunity to entrench themselves well. Most 
of our burghers were against our attempting to 
take the town by assault when once it was 
thoroughly entrenched. 

The Pretoria town commando and that from 
Krokodil River in the Pretoria district occupied 
the position nearest to Ladysmith. This was 
a hill to the north of the town, flat at the top, 
and surrounded by a stone wall. In all proba- 
bility the enclosed depression of about 500 
paces in circuit had been used as a cattle- 
kraal. Against that kopje (hill) we gradually 
put up our tents. From our camp we looked 
on to a large flat mountain that we called 
Little Amajuba, because on October 30 the 
first large capture of prisoners had been made 
there. In front of our kopje, near the foot, 
ran a donga, and at a distance of about 1,000 
paces, parallel to us, lay another oblong kopje 
occupied by the enemy. This kopje we called 
Rooirandjes. 

On November 8 we received the order from 
our General to attack the Rooirandjes the 
following day. We were about 250 strong, 
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and very willing, as that position had not yet 
been entrenched. On a mountain to our right 
a cannon had been placed that was to begin 
firing on the enemy's position towards dawn. 
Distinct orders were given that our Veld-Cornet 
was to be at the foot of Rooirandjes with his 
men before daybreak. But something went 
wrong again, and it was already quite light 
when we reached the donga. We found our- 
selves at a distance of about 700 paces from 
the Rooirandjes, and we had to cross an open 
space if we still wished to storm the position. 
The enemy's watch already began shooting 
at us. 

The corporals let their men advance in 
groups of four from the donga to the kopje, 
using the ant-hills as cover when they lay down. 
Our turn came last, but meanwhile the enemy 
had received reinforcements, and the nearest 
ant-hills were nearly all occupied, so that only 
three men could go at a time. Such a shower 
of bullets fell that it was a miracle that we 
came out of it alive. Fortunately I found a 
free ant-hill. My brother had to share one 
with a comrade. 

At last the cannon from the mountain fired a 
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few shots, but stopped again almost immedi- 
ately — why, I do not yet know. So we were 
obhged to lie in our positions. It was terribly 
hot, and not a cloud in the sky. We suffered 
horribly from thirst, and scarcely dared move 
to get at our water-bags. One of our comrades 
lay groaning behind me. He was shot through 
both legs. The bullets kept flying over our 
heads to the kopje behind us, where some of 
our burghers lay firing at the enemy. Every 
now and again a bullet exploded in our neigh- 
bourhood with the noise of a pistol-shot. I 
fancy only Dum-Dums make that peculiar noise. 
We had already seen many such bullets taken 
from the enemy by our burghers in the Battle 
of Modderspruit. Another burgher, Mulder, 
ran past me with a smile on his lips, threw 
himself behind an ant-hill, immediately rose 
again with the intention of joining some of our 
burghers in the front ranks, who sat calmly 
smoking behind some rocks under a tree, but 
had not gone two paces when he was shot in 
the thigh. There he had to lie groaning until 
our brave Reineke, who was killed later on 
at Spion Kop, saw a chance of carrying him 
away. 
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Some of us fell asleep from fatigue. One of 
our men on waking heard the hiss of a bullet 
over his head at regular intervals, and thought 
that a khaki had got closer up to him, and was 
firing at him from the side. When he lifted 
his head he found that he had rolled away from 
all cover. One, two, three, back he was again 
behind his ant-hill, and the scoundrel stopped 
firing at him. It was lucky for us that the 
enemy were such bad shots, or not many of us 
would have lived to tell the tale. 

When our cannon at last, towards evening, 
condescended to bombard the enemy, the firing 
almost wholly ceased, and we made use of that 
favourable opportunity to get back to the 
donga. We had lain nine hours behind those 
ant-hills, and, strange to say, there were only 
two wounded on our side. We decided not to 
run the same risk again. In this way we 
lost our confidence in men like the brothers 
Erasmus, General and Commandant, who, in 
the first place, were incapable of organizing a 
good plan of attack, and, secondly, never took 
part in a battle. 

The months spent near Ladysmith were to 
most of us the most tedious of the whole war. 
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We had so little to do, and the heat between 

the glowing rocks of the kopjes was awful. 

The little work we had was anything but 

pleasant ; it consisted chiefly in keeping guard 

either by day or by night. In the beginning a 

very bad watch was kept. Later on we had 

to climb the kopje at least every alternate 

evening to pass the long nights in our positions, 

while not far behind us stood our empty tents. 

When we got back in the morning with our 

bundles on our backs, dead tired, we simply 

* flopped' on to a stone, and sat waiting for 

our cup of coffee, either gazing at the lovely 

landscape or at the dirty camp, according to 

the mood we were in, or exchanging loud 

jokes with our neighbours. Constantly being 

on guard and constantly being in danger wears 

one out. We much prefer active service on 

patrol or in a skirmish to lying in our positions. 

It is not in the nature of the Boer to lie 

inactive far from his home. He soon wants 

to go 'huis-toe* (home), and very soon the 

' leave-plague ' broke out in our camp. That 

plague was one of the causes why the enemy 

succeeded in breaking through our lines. 

Through unfairness on the part of the officers, 
2 — 2 
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some burghers often got leave, others never, 
and the consequence, of course, was a constant 
quarrelling. Many burghers got leave and never 
returned^-either with or without the knowledge 
of the officers. No wonder we never had a 
proper fighting force in the field. 

The difficulties we had to contend with 
through want of organization prevented the 
Generals from putting their plans into execution. 

Fortunately, many burghers were very will- 
ing, and if there was to be a fight they always 
went voluntarily. It was noticeable that those 
under a capable General fought well, while 
those under a bad or incapable General were 
very weak indeed. Sometimes wonders were 
done at the initiative of some of the burghers. 
We had a few games in the camp to pass the 
time, but we were kept busy in a different way 
also. Sometimes, when we were all just com- 
fortably lazy, the order would be given to 
* mount.' That meant a hurried search for our 
horses and snatching up our guns and bando- 
liers. But after a while we had had enough of 
those false alarms, and they failed to make any 
impression on us. The call of * The English 
are coming ! saddle, saddle !' became proverbial. 
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When we did not keep such constant guard, 
we sat or lay listening of an evening to a most 
discordant noise caused by the singing of psalms 
and hymns at the same time at different farms. 
We sometimes joined in. As a people we are 
not very musical. 

The day-watch we liked best. Then we 
often got a chance of firing a shot at a careless 
khaki on the Rooirandjes. To some of our 
young men there was something very exciting 
in the idea that they were in constant danger. 
Every now and again a bomb, too, would come 
flying over the camp, and the whole commando 
would make for the rocks amid shouts of 
laughter. 

At that time we still felt rather down when 
there was a fight in prospect. When, some 
time after our attack on the Rooirandjes, we 
went to the west of Ladysmith to attack 
Platrand, we did not feel at all comfortable, 
although we went voluntarily. It was a lovely 
ride in the dark at a flying gallop, but when 
we found on our arrival at Platrand that the 
promised number of men was not ' there, we 
rode away again quite satisfied that we had 
not to attempt the attack. For had we not 
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made up our minds not to risk a repetition of 
the attack on Rooirandjes ? 

The blowing-up of the cannon at Ladysmith 
is one of the episodes of the war that we look 
back upon with a feeling of shame. A few 
days after a Long Tom had been blown up 
on Umbulwana Kop, east of Ladysmith, I 
warned our Field-Cornet that the enemy were 
busy spying in our neighbourhood at night. 
While on guard, we could distinctly hear the 
flapping of the saddles and the neighing of the 
horses in front of us. I foretold a repetition 
of what had happened on Umbulwana Kop. 
The Field -Cornet promised that the gfuard 
would be doubled that night. Towards morn- 
ing those of us who were not on guard were 
waked out of our sleep by a loud cry of 
' Hurrah !' from the throats of a few hundred 
Englishmen who were blowing up two cannon 
on a mountain to our right, close to us. We 
sprang towards our positions, stumbling and 
falling over stones, not knowing what was 
going on, and expecting the khakies at any 
moment. It was the first time that we had 
heard a fight at night, and it gave us a creepy 
feeling. We saw the flames of the guns and 
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from the exploding bullets, and heard the 
rattling of the shots and the shouting, but we 
could not join in the fight, as we — eight of us 
— were not allowed to leave our positions. 
Now and again a bullet fell in our neighbour- 
hood, and the Free State Artillery, who were 
on the mountains to the right, fired some 
bombs at the enemy, nearly hitting us in the 
dark. 

When it got lighter we went to look at the 
dead and wounded, perhaps from a feeling of 
bravado, perhaps to accustom ourselves to the 
sight. The enemy had paid dearly for their 
brave deed. They know the number of their 
dead and wounded better than we do, for they 
had opportunity enough to carry them away. 
On our side only four were killed and a few 
wounded. Niemeyer, Van Zyl and Villiers 
were among the killed. Pott was severely 
wounded. Niemeyer had several bayonet 
wounds. 

After that we were, of course, doubly care- 
ful. We have never been able to discover 
who failed in their duty on guard. Cooper 
and Tossel were suspected and accused. 
They were sent to Pretoria under arrest, but 
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the investigation never led to any result. We 
have every reason to believe that our burghers 
were guilty of treachery more than once near 
Ladysmith, Government ought from the start 
to have taken strict measures against traitors 
and spies. 

Some days after the blowing up of the 
cannon I sprained my left knee, which I had 
already hurt before the war began. General 
Erasmus gave me leave to go home for an 
unlimited time. On my way home I passed 
my brother Willem without being aware of it. 
He had come from Holland, where he was 
studying, to take part Jn the war. 

What a meeting with relatives and friends ! 
How much there was to tell ! Even then we 
had not experienced very much, and how much 
more will our burghers have to tell their dear 
ones on returning from their exile in strange 
countries ! There will, alas ! be much sorrow, 
too ; for many of our friends and relatives have 
been killed in this war, and many more will 
have yet to give their lives for their country ! 



Ill 



THE EIGHT-DAY BATTLE OF THE TUGELA — TALK 
OF INTERVENTION — RELIEF OF LADYSMITH 

jDEFORE my knee was quite cured I returned 
to Ladysmith. The first thing that caught 
my eye on my return to the camp was the 
balloon above Ladysmith. It looked just like 
a large crocodile-eye as it followed all my 
movements. When I went to look for my 
horse or to fetch water or wood, there it stood, 
high up in the sky, and I felt as if it kept its 
eye specially fixed on me, and as if I might 
expect a bomb at any moment. 

We had never in all our lives seen so many 
flies as at Ladysmith. We had to hurry over 
our meals as they made eating almost an impos- 
sibility to us. Fortunately, I was only a short 
time there, as towards the end of January, 1900, 
part of our commando, including my brother 



26 MY LIFE ON COMMANDO 

and myself, was sent to the Tugela as reinforce- 
ment. We had a distance of four and a half 
hours to ride, and we had to ride hard, as the 
enemy were determined to force their way 
through. We arrived the same day, just two 
days after the enemy had tried to force their 
way through to the right of Spion Kop and had 
been defeated. On nearing the high Tugela 
mountains we heard more and more distinctly 
the constant rattling of bullets, interrupted by 
the roar of the cannon and the bom-bom-bom 
of our saucy bomb-Maxim, that made our hearts 
expand and those of the enemy shrink. As 
we raced on to the foot of the mountains, the 
bullets that the enemy were sending over the 
mountains to find the Boers raised the dust 
around us. 

The following morning we went to lie in a 
trench that had been dug by our men on a rise 
to the right of Spion Kop. The previous day 
eight burghers had been wounded there. Red 
Danie Opperman was Field-Cornet. Not far 
from us, to our left, stood a few of our cannon, 
and facing us, to our left, on the long mountain 
slope, we could see fourteen guns of the enemy's. 
In front of us was a large wood, and close 
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to that the English camp. We could see the 
enemy moving in great close square masses. 
It was a terribly hot day ; we had to lie in 
the trenches, as all day long the enemy fired 
at us from the smaller positions facing us, at a 
distance of 15,000 paces; and constantly the 
bombs burst over our heads. At regular in- 
tervals a lyddite bomb — that gave us a shock 
through our whole body— came from the wood 
towards the cannon on our left. Once only 
part of our entrenchment, where, fortunately, 
no one happened to be, was blown to bits. 

Whenever there was a moment's pause, we 
lifted our heads above the trenches to have a 
look at the lovely landscape and at the positions 
of our enemy. That day not one of us was 
wounded. Only the artillery suffered. If our 
few cannon ventured to make themselves heard, 
eight or more bombs followed in quick succes- 
sion to silence them. Next to me lay a man 
whose servant, a restless, impatient Bushman, 
most amicably addressed him as Johnny. 
The Bushman went to and fro continually to 
a * chum ' of his who lay hidden behind a rock 
close to us. Once, on one of his visits to his 
* chum,' a bullet struck the ground close to his 
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heels ; he stood still, looked slowly and defiantly 
from his heels to the enemy, and said in a 
most emphatic tone, * You confounded English- 
man !* and calmly proceeded on his way to his 
chum. 

To the right of this position was an open 
space, almost level with the immediate sur- 
roundings, but ending in a steep decline some 
900 paces further on. There we went towards 
evening with a reinforcement of the Pretoria 
town commando that had followed us. The 
Field-Cornet made us stand in rows, and told off 
forty men to dig a trench that night. The rest 
of the men would relieve us the following 
night. My brother and I were in the first shift. 
Towards morning, While we were still digging 
at the trenches, fire was opened across the 
whole line of battle. We imagined that we 
were being attacked, and jammed ourselves in 
the narrow trench. But as the attack did not 
come off, and the bullets flew high over our 
heads, we went on digging until daybreak. 
Then we noticed that the enemy were lying in 
a trench about 800 paces ahead of us. We 
fired a few shots at them, but saved our 
ammunition for an eventual storming. 



THE EIGHT-DAY BATTLE OF TUGELA 29 

The whole of that day and the two succeeding 
days there was a constant salvo over our heads. 
The bullets flew over our heads like finches, and 
did us no harm, but we had to be on our guard 
against the sharpshooters, who occasionally fired 
close to us. That day (January 24), the heroic 
Battle of Spion Kop took place, where our 
burghers, after having been surprised in the 
night by the enemy and driven off the skop, 
obliged them, after a stubborn fight, to abandon 
it again. The Pretoria men, who were to have 
relieved us in the trench, took a great part in 
that battle. Reineke, Yeppe, Malherbe, De 
Villiers, and Olivier were killed. Ihrige was 
severely wounded. 

All day long we lay listening to the fighting, 
for we could not sleep. We had to stay in the 
trench three days and four nights before we 
were relieved. Water and food were brought 
to us, or fetched by our men at night, as we did 
not venture to leave the trench by day. We 
were safe enough, for the bombs had not much 
effect on the sand-walls of our trench, and there 
was always time to stoop to avoid them. The 
following morning news was brought to us that 
the enemy had abandoned the whole line of 






30 MY LIFE ON COMMANDO 

battle and were retreating in the direction of 
Chieveley. 

The battle of the Tugela had lasted eight 
days. 

I had again hurt my knee, and had to leave 
Ladysmith for Pretoria, from whence I went 
to Warmbad at Waterberg to stay for a few 
weeks with Mrs. Klein-Frikkie Grobler, who 
received me most kindly. My brother Frits 
got leave for the first time then, too, and 
Wijlem remained at Ladysmith. During my 
absence the English broke through at Pieter s 
Heights, where Willem was made prisoner and 
Liittig, Malherbe and Stuart de Villiers were 
killed. Meanwhile Frits had gone, with some 
other Pretoria men, to the Orange Free State, 
where the enemy had surrounded General 
Cronje. 

Since the beginning of the siege our burghers 
always thought the town would fall soon. ' The 
khakies cannot hold out any longer I They 
have no provisions, and their ammunition must 
be coming to an end ! Buller can never cross 
the Tugela, our positions are too good ! What 
does it matter if / do go on leave? The 
khakies cannot get through !' That was the 
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opinion of most of the burghers. And if any- 
one ventured to point out that the enemy 
might force their way through because we did 
not all do our duty, he was either not believed 
or looked upon 'as a traitor. Meanwhile en- 
thusiasm was dying out. The burghers lay 
in their lagers or went home, trusting to the 
few willing ones, who ultimately proved not 
strong enough to withstand the overwhelming 
force that BuUer brought to bear upon one 
point of our positions when he was obliged to 
force his way through at no matter what cost. 

No leave should have been given during the 
war, and here I may as well mention — although 
this tale does not pretend to be a history of the 
war — that it has been carried on with far too 
great laxity, owing to the ignorance of our 
Generals and the demoralizing influence of self- 
interest and nepotism. We should have sent 
our forces far into the Cape Colony to get help 
from our brothers in a war that had been forced 
upon us by England. The Colonial Afri- 
kanders never had the opportunity of standing 
by us, because we did not supply them with 
the necessary ammunition or stretch out our 
hands towards them. Unless they had help 
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• 

from our invading forces, they dared not risk 
a rising, because of the confiscation of their 
property in case of failure. 

We have had to suffer — to suffer cruelly for 
our sins. Our enemy forced his way through 
the dyke that surrounded us, and like a stormy 
sea he ruined our homes, devastated our fields, 
and caused us endless suffering. Besides this, 
the talk of intervention had an enervating 
effecton the commandos. In our commando, 
which was largely composed of ignorant men, 
the strangest stories went round. One was 
that the Russians had landed somewhere 
in South Africa with lOO cannon. There 
was always talk of a great European War 
having broken out ; and the consequence was 
that the Boers counted on intervention or . help 
from the Powers, instead of depending on their 
own strength and perseverance. The most 
sensible among us recognised the improbability 
of intervention. It was not to the interest of 
any foreign Power to intervene in South Africa 
where it had no firm footing, particularly as 
Chamberlain had, by most cunning artifices, 
forced us to be the aggressors. 

War was inevitable. Sooner or later it had 
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to come. After the Jameson Raid, which was 
really the beginning of the war, the Transvaal 
Government recognised the dangerous position 
in which it stood, as an isolated Republic, and 
was therefore obliged to arm itself with the 
most modern of military equipments. Before 
the Jameson Raid race hatred was dying out 
rapidly. The consequence of the raid was 
that the gap between Boer and Englishman 
widened, the sympathy of the Uitlanders for 
us grew deeper, and the Afrikander Bond grew 
stronger. England's prestige in South Africa 
was threatened, and with it her rank as first 
Power in the world. She had to maintain her 
supremacy in South Africa ; while for us it had 
become a question of all or nothing. England 
has evidently succeeded in keeping up such 
friendly relations with the other Powers that no 
intervention seems possible. 

The relief of Ladysmith took place on 
February 28 — a Majuba Day — a day that had 
been marked as a red-letter day in our 
calendars. For nineteen years the enemy 
have longed to wipe out the remembrance of 
that day, and they have done so- brilliantly 
and malignantly. Since that time we have 

3 
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been humiliated and belittled. Our fall was 
great. For the first time there was a general 
panic. The two Republics, being forced to 
venture on war against a powerful kingdom, 
felt themselves staggering under the heavy 
blow. 



IV 

DEWETSDRIFT — RETURN TO, AND FLIGHT FROM, 

PRETORIA 

A FTER the relief of Kimberley and Lady- 
smith we imagined that the decisive 
battles would soon follow. Although my knee 
was not yet cured, I went to Glencoe, whither 
our commandos had retreated. I was not five 
days there when I had to leave, being unfit for 
active service. Again I went to Warmbad for 
some weeks with Mr. Burgemeester Potgieter 
and his family, and on my return to Pretoria 
remained in my office until the beginning of 
May. 

Meanwhile Frits had returned from the Free 
State, and my knee was cured. We each 
bought ourselves a sturdy pony, and left, with 
some other burghers, by train for Klerksdorp, 
from where we went on to Dewetsdrift, on the 
3—3 
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Vaal Riven General Viljoen was guarding 
the drift there with some hundreds of burghers. 
We rode from there some four or five hours 
into the Free State to spy the movements of 
the enemy. 

From Dewetsdrift we went, under Command- 
ant Boshoff, to Schoemansdrift, Venterskroon, 
and Lindequidrift. Our division formed part 
of the escort for the guns. Our route lay 
through beautiful scenery. The Vaal twists 
and bends between two high mountains that 
curve on either side like the roads the khaki 
makes with his double row of waggons over 
the hills of the Hoogeveld. In every opening 
of the mountains lies a farm, a mean little 
house, but among well-cultivated fields. In 
nearly every farm the family was grieving for 
one of its members who had been taken prisoner 
along with Cronje, and of whose fate they were 
in ignorance. The people received us very 
kindly. Everywhere we got milk and biscuits, 
and we found afterwards that those people were 
the kindest who had suffered the most from 
the war. 

As the enemy were already on their way to 
Johannesburg, we had to retreat as rapidly as 
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possible, first to Bank Station, near Potchef- 
stroom, and then by train to Langlaagte. To 
the north-west of Johannesburg we had a 
skirmish with the enemy, who attacked us as 
we were feeding our horses. It appeared that 
our guard was not on duty. I have never 
seen horses saddled so quickly. Most of the 
burghers rode off and left us behind with the 
guns. One ammunition waggon stuck in the 
mud, and was left behind, but was brought in 
safety to Pretoria by Frans Lottering, a comrade 
of mine, who rode back for it with some gunners 
when we had fled. Lottering was given a 
sword by General de la Rey for his brave 
conduct. Through negligence on the part of 
our officers we lost on that occasion one gun, 
several waggons, and some of our men. 

Almost all night long we retreated with our 
guns to Pretoria. We had not lost courage. 
We all spoke of the thorough way in which our 
Government would have fortified Pretoria, and 
of the great battle that would take place there. 
We had all made up our minds to a stubborn 
resistance at our capital. What a bitter disap- 
pointment it was to find that our Government 
had decided not to defend the town! The 
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causes that led to such a decision will be brought 
to light by historians. The consequences were 
that many of the burghers were discouraged, 
and rode 'huis-toe,' and nothing came of the 
great battle that was to have been fought. 

Frits and I decided to give our horses a few 
days' rest in their stables before going to meet 
the enemy. 

On June 4, at about twelve o'clock, while we 
were at luncheon, a lyddite bomb fell close to 
the fort, raising a cloud of dust. My mother 
went outside, and came back quickly to tell us 
that it was not a shot from the fort, but from 
the enemy. The bombs followed in quick suc- 
cession. They flew over Schanskop fort, and 
fell close to our house at Sunnyside. As the 
ground was rocky they exploded well. My 
mother and sister fled with our neighbours to 
the town, and my brother and I saddled our 
horses and rode off to Quaggaspoort. 

From over the mountains, to the south of 
the town, the bombs came flying as a gentle 
warning from the khakies that it would be better 
to surrender in order to avoid a great calamity. 

It was sad to see how few horses there were 
at the foot of the mountain. Here a group of 
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four, there of ten — a sign that the number of 
burghers in the positions was very small indeed. 
When the enemy appeared at Quaggaspoort, 
we noticed that the burghers from the direc- 
tion of Krokodil River were retreating, and a 
moment later they were all in full flight. One 
of my comrades, a brother of Lottering, was 
wounded in the arm by a shell as he fled, and 
had to remain behind in Pretoria. That night 
my brother and I spent in our own home, but 
we left the town the following morning in the 
direction of Silverton, just before the enemy 
entered. 

It would be well to try and understand the 
condition of our country and the temper of our 
burghers. 

As the capital was in the hands of the enemy, 
it was easy enough to convince our simple- 
minded men that our country was irretrievably 
lost to us. Therefore a period of discour- 
agement and demoralization followed. Many 
burghers, also, who had all along fought bravely 
now remained behind in the towns or on their 
farms, not daring to leave their wives and 
daughters at the mercy of the soldiers. We 
may not judge those men, neither need we 
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consider it to our credit that we, either from a 
sense of duty or from a spirit of adventure, 
acted differently. There were many also who 
argued that the Government was corrupt, and 
that the war should have been prevented, or 
that the Boers did not want to fight. So they 
also became Onfaithful to the cause, and to 
those along with whom they began the war. 
And the name of * hands-upper ' was earned by 
those burghers who of their own free will 
surrendered to the enemy. The chaff was 
divided from the grain ; cowards and traitors 
remained behind, and the willing ones went to 
the veld, even though it were in a retreating 
direction. We were still very hopeful. There 
were still the good positions in the Lydenberg 
district, and we had heard that De Wet had 
cut the line of communication behind the 
enemy. We also still had an intact line to 
Delagoa Bay. 

My brother and I met our old comrade 
Frans Lottering, and the three of us went in 
search of General Grobler of Waterberg, who 
lay with his commando to thei east of Pretoria 
at Franspoort, near Donkerhoek. There we 
joined his commando. Our camp was put up 
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near a Kaffir location, and as the Kaffirs were 
clean, we often bought boiled sweet potatoes 
and crushed maize from them. 

Nothing particular happened at Franspoort. 
To the right and left of us some desperate 
fighting went on for several days, and at 
Donkerhoek a fierce battle took place, but we 
were not attacked. 

When the news came that the enemy had 
broken through our lines at Donkerhoek, and 
that we had to retreat, my brother and I left 
Grobler's commando. Thinking that the com- 
mandos would fall back upon the positions 
of Belfast, we went to Middelburg to an uncle 
of ours, the missionary Jan Mar6, in order to 
give our horses a rest. We had lost sight of 
our comrade Frans. On our way we bought 
bread at the farms, or had it given us, cut a 
piece off an ox that had been slaughtered for 
the commando, and slept either in a manger 
or, as was more often the case, in the open 
air of the cold Hoogeveld. We arrived at 
Middelburg completely exhausted, and are not 
likely to forget our uncle's great hospitality. 

We accidentally met our former Com- 
mandant, BoshoflF, who told us that he was on 
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his way with ten men to join General de la 
Rey, who had gone in the direction of Rusten- 
burg to cut the enemy s line of communication 
between Mafeking and Pretoria, and we very 
willingly joined him, after a delightful rest of 
ten days. 

The commando of Commandant Boshoff 
consisted of nine burghers with an ambulance 
waggon — that was used for the commissariat 
and for our bedding — a French doctor, two 
Kaffirs and two tents. It seemed as if we 
were going for a picnic. But it was necessary 
that we should be well provided with all sorts 
of things, as our journey would be through the 
Boschland, where fever and horse-sickness play 
havoc with man and horse in summer. In 
winter it is endurable for a few months only, so 
the country is very scarcely populated and 
almost uncultivated, and in winter the Boers 
trek there with their cattle from the bare, chill 
Hoogeveld. I had always longed to see that 
part of the Transvaal. 



V 

TREK FROM MIDDELBURG TO RUSTENBURG — 

BATTLE OF SELIKATSNEK 

COME hours north of Middelburg one sud- 
denly leaves the high plateau of the Bosch- 
veld for a difficult road that curves steadily 
downwards between two high mountains until 
it reaches a wide, thickly- wooded valley. In 
the kloof (mountain-pass) a swiftly-flowing river 
cuts the road that goes along its banks, in several 
places, before it loses itself in the Olifants 
River. There the song of many birds, not to 
be found on the Hoogeveld, can be heard, and 
there it was delightfully warm, in comparison 
with the chilly air of the Hoogeveld. Of an 
evening we made large fires, as there was 
plenty of dry wood. We sat round the fire, 
chatting or listening to the comic songs which 
one of our comrades sang. It was a happy 
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time — 5iway from khaki, far beyond reach of 
the roar of cannon — a time of rest in prepara- 
tion for the evil days that awaited us. 

Everywhere we saw flocks of sheep and 
herds of cattle grazing among the bushes — 
always a sign that we should find a waggon or 
two with tents close to them, under the nearest 
trees. Sometimes, near a drift or a good place 
to uitspan, quite a small lager had been formed 
of the trek Boers, or, rather, of their wives, for 
the husbands and sons of many had gone to 
the war. The Boers who fled with their cattle 
in that way we called * Bush-lancers.' We 
came up with De la Rey's lager near the 
Elands River, and later on made the acquaint- 
ance of Captain Kirsten's scouts, to whom we 
offered our services. In those days it was 
very pleasant to belong to the reconnoitring 
corps. When we went to reconnoitre our 
horses got plenty of forage on the farms, 
and as we were few in number and always 
ahead of the lager, there were always eggs, 
bread, and milk to be had. We had enough to 
do, also, as we had to keep a sharp look-out, 
and we were in constant danger, but not at all 
afraid of the patrols of khakies, which, being 
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small in number and without their guns, were 
pretty harmless. We advanced almost parallel 
to the Magalies Mountains, that stretch from 
Pretoria to Rustenburg, until we came to 
the neighbourhood of Selikatsnek. Unless one 
was well acquainted with the highways and 
byways of that part of the country, one was in 
constant danger of losing the way ; it is a long 
stretch of bush, consisting of the well-known 
thorn-bushes of the Hoogeveld, for a distance 
of about ten miles deep. The principal passes 
of the Magalies Mountains were occupied by the 
enemy — Wonderboompoort, Hornsnek, Seli- 
katsnek, Commandonek, Olifantsnek. General 
de la Rey had made up his mind to take Seli- 
katsnek, and on July u he succeeded, by his 
strong will and military talent. 

While we were reconnoitring with Captain 
Kirsten s party we got the news that De la 
Rey had attacked Selikatsnek — about an hour's 
ride from where we were — and that the battle 
was still going on. We all rode to the scene 
of action, but my brother and I, with a few 
other men, remained behind to wait for Captain 
Kirsten, who was absent at the time. As soon 
as he arrived we rode off, and arrived at Seli- 
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katsnek at about nine o'clock. Our burghers 
had already taken two of the enemy's guns. 

Selikatsnek (or Moselikatsnek) is a narrow 
opening in the Magalies Mountains, with high 
shoulders on either side, that slope gradually 
to a white kopje in the centre. If an attack- 
ing party once occupies the shoulders, it can 
easily keep the enemy on the kopje or on the 
two slopes. When we arrived our burghers 
already occupied the principal positions — both 
shoulders and the smaller positions to the front 
of the kopje. The enemy had been obliged to 
draw in their clipped wings, and to concentrate 
on and in the neighbourhood of the white 
kopje. 

But as the shoulders of the pass were very 
steep on the other side, our men could not sur- 
round the enemy or attack them in the rear ; 
and as there was not sufficient cover for them 
to go down the slope without great loss, in 
order to drive the enemy by force from their 
positions, the burghers remained * rock-fast ' in 
their positions, and made no progress at all. 
Thus, the enemy would either get reinforce- 
ments from Pretoria or escape when it got 
dark. Both our flanks kept up a constant fire 
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on the slopes, and on the white kopje, but the 
shoulders were too high for a proper aim, and 
the khakies lay fast behind the boulders and in 
the clefts of the rocks. 

Captain Kirsten, with about ten men, was 
ordered by General Coetzee to hold a position 
to the right of the white kopje, and prevent 
the enemy from taking it. This position 
consisted of a small rise, from which we could 
fire at the kopje with a sight of 550 paces. 
To the right of this rise, at a distance of 
80 paces, was a small klo6f overgrown with 
bushes, and on the other side of the kloof ran 
a reef of rocks in the direction of the white 
kopje. Here some of the burghers had before 
our arrival forced eleven khakies to surrender, 
but they had not succeeded in occupying the 
position, as some khakies had remained in the 
kloof, and had shouted to them that they would 
not surrender. We were therefore warned 
against that kloof. But while the others were 
shooting at the enemy on the white kopje, one 
of our men went by himself to see if there 
really were any khakies left there. He kept 
under cover wherever he could — behind the 
rocks and behind the walls of an old kraal — 
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and came close up to the kloof without being 
fired at. On the other side, at a distance of 
fifty paces, he heard a wounded man groaning 
and begging for water ; but, as he was alone, 
he did not venture to cross the kloof. He 
returned to his comrades, but they would pay 
no attention to his request to cross, as they 
thought the enemy were only waiting until 
more men came under fire before they began 
firing. 

We continued shooting at the white kopje, 
from which the enemy were firing at us. The 
Captain had a good telescope, through which 
he could distinctly see the faces of the enemy 
on the kopje. If a khaki showed himself from 
behind a rock, the Captain pointed him out to 
one of our marksmen, Alec Boshoff, who studied 
the position through the telescope, and took 
such good aim that the Captain declared he 
could see the blood on the wounded man's face. 

The burgher who had gone to the kloof 
tried to persuade the rest to cross with him to 
the other side, as he was sure the enemy were 
not inclined to make any resistance there. At 
length, after twelve, he went with two others 
to the opposite side, but first told a few of the 
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best marksmen to keep an eye on the reef. 

They crossed the kloof very cautiously. It was 

dangerous work, as a shot might come at any 

moment from behind one of the numerous 

shrubs or boulders. But they did not advance 

in an unbroken line. Every time they sought 

cover behind a rock, from which they watched 

to see whether the enemy would make their 

appearance. They did not all three advance 

at the same time, either, but first one and then 

the other. Whenever they had advanced a 

few steps, they stopped to ask the wounded 

man, who lay groaning there, whether he was 

alone. When they reached him they put some 

grass under his head, and gave him some 

brandy from a flask that they always carried 

with them. The poor man lay in a pool of 

blood on a rock under some shrubs. He had 

been shot through the leg. His name was 

Lieutenant Pilkington. 

The wounded man took hold of the hands of 
one of the burghers and begged him to stay 
with him. He, however, considered it his duty 
to advance, but first assured the poor man that 
the burghers who were following could also 
speak English, and would look after him. 
4 
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Most of our men followed the three. The 
rocks and boulders on the reef that we were 
climbing afforded us splendid cover from the 
enemy on the white kopje. 

To our left we found some more wounded. 
My brother took charge of one with a ghastly 
wound in his head. We made some prisoners 
there, who were too cowardly to defend them- 
selves. A few of our comrades took them 
down. We could notice by the guns and rugs 
that were lying about that the enemy had fled 
in a panic, or else we should never have 
ventured to do what we did later on. 

We could fire at the enemy from a much 
shorter distance now, but were not yet in their 
rear. It was necessary that we should occupy 
the next position — a reef running parallel to the 
reef we were climbing, at a distance of eighty 
paces. But it was impossible to take that 
position, as our guns were firing bomb after 
bomb from the valley at our back, somewhat to 
the left of us, so that the stones flew up in the 
air. We also ran the risk of being taken for 
khakies, as our men knew nothing of our 
venture. The Captain sent down a message 
to tell them to stop shelling that position, as 
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we wished to take it. Meanwhile, we kept on 
firing at the white kopje, and the khakies kept 
on firing at us. 

* I went back to the wounded officer, who was 
being looked after by the Captain. While we 
were standing talking, he died from loss of 
blood. Oh the cruel brutality of war! The 
poor man was not dead five minutes when we 
sat smoking his cigarettes. 

We moved slightly more to the left towards 
the boulders. Khaki was on the one side, we 
on the other. Some of our men had a most 
original and amusing way of getting at the 
khakies. * Come out, you rabbits, come out of 
your holes, else well shoot down the lot of 
you !' Then the poor things answered : * WeVe 
afraid to come out. You'll kill us!' They 
really thought we would shoot them down if 
they surrendered. The officers had lost all 
control over the soldiers. Later on, at Nooit 
Gedacht, where we had cover as well as the 
enemy, it was proved that as soon as the 
officers lose control over the men they remain 
lying behind the rocks without firing a shot, 
as they are too frightened to expose them- 
selves. Most of them still had their bando- 
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Hers full of cartridges — there, too, when they 
surrendered. 

Before the war the English used to say they 
would fight us in our own way, from behind 
rocks ; but they forgot that as soon as an officer, 
having to seek cover himself, fails to keep his 
eye on his men, they are too cowardly to lift 
their heads from behind the rocks, as they are 
not fighting for their independence. On a 
field like Selikatsnek we are by far the better 
men. 

To get the khakies from behind the rocks, one 
of our men ran as hard as he could to a rock 
in their neighbourhood, and aimed at them. 
Then some of them threw down their guns and 
put up their hands. Others surrendered more 
calmly. So he sometimes made five or six of 
them surrender without their having fired a 
single shot at him. A shower of bullets always 
came from the white kopje, but, as his move- 
ments were quick and unexpected, they could 
not take proper aim at him. One of the 
khakies said as he surrendered : * It is better to 
surrender than to be a dead man.' Another: 
* Just fancy, in the hands of the Boers I I 
wonder what poor mother 11 say !' 
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Meanwhile the gunners had received the 
Captain's report, and ceased bombarding the 
reef that we wanted to storm. As it was 
getting late and there was no other means, one 
of our men ran forward as hard as he could, 
making use of every small covering, while the 
rest kept firing at the white kopje to prevent 
the enemy from taking a proper aim at him. 
There were not many khakies behind that reef, 
neither did they fire at him. The rest of us 
followed at intervals, while those who arrived at 
the reef again fired at the white kopje to cover 
the others. 

The few khakies who surrendered at the reef 
we first disarmed, and then we allowed them to 
seek cover behind the rocks from the bullets 
of their friends. From that position we could 
see the enemy from the rear. In the narrow 
road, at a distance of about 150 paces from us, 
stood an ammunition waggon with splendid 
horses harnessed in it ; there was no room for 
them to turn to draw away the waggon. A few 
khakies showed themselves next to the waggon, 
but were immediately shot down. A little 
further on an ambulance waggon, also in- 
spanned, stood against the kopje ; one could 
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distinctly see how the empty litter was carried 
up and brought down* again with some of the 
wounded Once a man walked next to the 
litter as it was carried down ; I pointed him 
out to my brother, as I suspected his motive. 
I was right. Just by the ambulance waggon 
he disappeared in a donga leading to the valley. 
My brother, who was a little higher up the reef 
than I was, could not hit him, as he appeared 
again only for a moment. He was most likely 
a despatch-rider who went to warn the guard 
at Commandonek to retreat. 

Further on there were some horses to be seen, 
^ and a little further still the small tents of which 
the camps consisted. We kept up a constant 
fire, but the enemy seemed to have sufficient 
cover on the kopje— and they were very 
obstinate. For some time the firing from the 
shoulders of the pass ceased, and in the dark 
shadow between the high mountains we for a 
moment had the feeling that we had been 
deserted by our men — only for a moment, for 
we knew it could not be ! The game was in 
our hands. 

The sun sank lower, and we felt if the enemy 
were not soon compelled to surrender they 
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would escape in the dark. There was still one 
position which must be taken — the last reef, to 
which most of the enemy had retired from the 
position we now occupied. One of our men, 
therefore, let the other six fire a salvo at 
the kopje, and ran as hard as he could to 
a rock at a distance of twenty -five paces 
ahead, about halfway to the last reef. But 
now both the enemy and our own burghers, 
under Commandant Coetzee, fired at him so 
persistently that he was thankful to reach the 
rock. He lay there as still as possible, with 
his gaze fixed on the reef — as he lay without 
cover on that side. It was a most critical 
moment. 

Fortunately he heard, almost at once, one of 
his comrades. Van Zulch, call out *Oh, the white 
flag! Hullo, the white flag !' and he saw them 
climbing down. He lay still a moment longer 
to convince himself of the fact, and then calmly 
went to the last reef, where many khakies 
surrendered — and he descended with them. 
Now the rest of the burghers came running 
along from all directions to disarm the enemy 
in the dusk — and to take what booty there was 
to be had. In their eagerness to get as much 
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booty as possible, they allowed an officer, 
Major Scobel, to escape. 

As I arrived rather late on the battlefield, I 
cannot give any account of the order in which 
De la Rey placed his men, neither do I know 
the number of the enemy's dead and wounded, 
nor how many lives our victory cost us. I 
have never seen any official report concerning 
this battle. Field-Cornet Van Zulch, who with 
Commandant Boshoff, took the officers to 
Machadodorp, and who is at present a fellow- 
prisoner, tells me that three officers — Colonel 
Roberts, Lieutenants Davis and Lyall — and 
2IO soldiers of the Lincolnshire Regiment 
were taken prisoners, and that four companies 
of the Scots Greys had early that morning 
escaped with two guns. Our loss, both dead 
and wounded, was not more than thirteen or 
fourteen men. The enemy had made a stub- 
born resistance, judging from the number of 
dead and wounded that were lying on the field. 
Of the seven of us who forced the enemy 
to surrender by attacking them in the rear, 
not one was injured, although we were the 
attacking party. They say that the khaki 
prisoners whom we left on the reef remained 
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there all night, and came down the following 
morning with little white flags made of the 
bandages that a soldier always carries with him, 
tied to twigs. 



VI 



GUERILLA LIFE ON THE MAGALIES MOUNTAINS — 
NARROW ESCAPE OF PRESIDENT STEYN AND 
GENERAL DE WET. 

(^OMMANDANT BOSHOFF had been 
ordered to take the prisoners to Macha- 
dodorp. He left my brother and me with 
Captain Kirsten, who had to reconnoitre in the 
direction of Rustenburg along the Magalies 
Mountains. We first of all passed through 
Commandonek, and found that deserted by 
the enemy. We had no adventures on our 
way to Rustenburg. 

The Rustenburgers, who had nearly all laid 
down their arms and taken the oath of neutrality, 
took courage when they saw De la Rey's big 
commando, and joined us one and all. 

Then we recognised a great fault in the 
character of our people. Without the slightest 
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compunction, they first fail in loyalty to their 
own country, and then break the oath of 
neutrality, although the enemy had in no single 
respect violated their part of the contract. 
Some of them we, in a way, forced to join us, 
as we took the guns and horses of the unwilling 
ones or of those who acted at all in a suspicious 
way. We also called them traitors. But most 
of the burghers joined us of their own free will. 
Many had not taken the oath of neutrality, as 
they had been beyond the reach of the enemy ; 
others had, after Lord Roberts' threatening 
proclamations, ridden over to the enemy to 
give up their arms, but had given up their old 
rifles and kept the Mausers for 'eventualities,' 
to use the now historical word of Sir Alfred 
Milner. 

A few of the oath-breakers tried to excuse 
themselves by the Jesuit plea that either they 
did not mean what they swore or else they had 
purposely changed the form of the oath. In 
judging those who broke the oath of neutrality 
later on, we must remember that the enemy 
did not keep to their part of the contract, and 
so our men were justified in considering it as 
null and void, and, according to William Stead, 
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their forcing us to take the oath of neutrality 
was against the Geneva Convention. But it is 
too difficult a question for me to discuss. 

When the enemy, a few days later, drove us 
from Olifantsnek, General de la Rey sent 
Captain Kirsten with twenty men to the 
neighbouring kopjes to prevent the enemy 
from going on a plundering expedition. Then 
I for the first time saw a farm-house burnt 
down by the enemy. From a high kopje, by 
the aid of a telescope, we could distinctly see 
the movements of the khakies. The bitter 
feeling that was roused in us in our helpless- 
ness is not to be described. 

General Baden- Powell was in Rustenburg, 
and Magatonek was also in possession of the 
enemy. 

It was a most interesting and adventurous 
time that we spent near the Magalies Moun- 
tains. By day we went reconnoitring along 
the hills near the mountains in the direction of 
Olifantsnek, and towards evening we with- 
drew into the thick woods of the kloofs, where 
it was delightfully warm both for ourselves and 
for our horses. When a small number of the 
enemy came in our direction, we fired at them 
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unexpectedly from the hills, and so protected 
the farm-houses on the mountain-sides. Occa- 
sionally the khakies ventured a little nearer, but 
always had to retreat in disorder. 

I once nearly fell into the hands of the 
enemy. As we were reconnoitring on one of 
the kopjes, I suggested to a friend that we 
should go to the farm in front of us, where 
none of us had been since Olifantsnek was in 
possession of the enemy. We had to ford a 
donga closed in by barbed wire. When we 
got to the farm, we were told that the enemy 
had not been there, with the exception of a 
khaki who had lost his way. He had taken 
six eggs from a nest in a kraal and swallowed 
them greedily, and had then passed on to the 
garden without speaking a word to the harm- 
less, inquisitive women of the farm. 

For safety's sake I put the boys on guard 
and had the horses tied. The view was so 
enclosed on all sides that the enemy could 
appear most unexpectedly from Olifantsnek. 
We had been there only a short time, when we 
were told that the enemy were coming in large 
numbers from the direction of Rustenburg. 
We mounted at once and rode back, but could 
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not get back to our comrades on the hills 
because of the barbed wire in the donga. We 
had gone only about 250 paces along the drift, 
when the enemy came riding along. Fortu- 
nately, they were intent on plunder and did not 
see us, as they kept their eyes fixed in the 
direction of the house. If we had been a few 
seconds later we should have fallen into their 
hands. The few burghers on the kopjes 
began to fire at them, and when I got to the 
top of one of the kopjes I saw the enemy — 
about TCX) in number — fleeing in great dis- 
order. This expedition cost them several dead 
and wounded, besides their plunder — meal, 
fowls, and other things — that they dropped in 
their flight. 

When I went back to the farm later on, I 
was told that one of the girls had clapped her 
hands with delight when the enemy fled past 
them. That must have been the reason why 
she and her family were so cruelly insulted 
and plundered by the khakies afterwards. We 
met with great kindness during our stay in the 
Magalies Mountains. We always got some- 
thing to eat, and towards evening we bought 
some loaves of bread to take back with us to 
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our hiding-place. In those days we could 
always get forage for our horses, and they 
were in very good condition. 

Meanwhile General de la Rey had gone 
with a commando to the west of Rustenburg, 
and had left two Commandants in the Zwart- 
koppen, to the north-east of Rustenburg. 

When we got the tidings that the enemy 
had taken possession of Selikatsnek, we went 
as rapidly as we could to the Zwartkoppen. 
We had many adventures on our way. My 
brother and I rode on ahead, thinking that the 
others would follow, but they went a round- 
about way, and so did not catch us up. When 
we left the wide tract of wood that stretches 
along the Magalies Mountains, we noticed that 
the enemy from Rustenburg had come to meet 
the column from Selikatsnek. Fortunately, 
our horses were good, and we escaped the 
danger by riding back into the wood to a 
farm that I knew of. While we were giving 
our horses a rest there, a despatch-rider came 
along looking for a reconnoitring corps. We 
rode with him in the track of our comrades, 
who had taken a great circuit round Rusten- 
burg. We arrived safely at Zwartkoppen, and 
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immediately joined Commandant Boshoff, who 
had just returned from Machadodorp. 

The Commandants now followed General 
de la Rey. We came up with his commando 
to the west of Rustenburg, where he had 
surrounded a party of the enemy. Com- 
mandant Boshoff, however, was immediately 
sent to Olifantsnek, as the enemy had left 
Rustenburg and the pass was clear. Our 
men were most changeable in their moods. 
The slightest favourable tidings raised their 
spirits, but any unfavourable news made 
their courage sink into their shoes. There 
was much talk about the retreating movement 
of the enemy. Some spoke of intervention ; 
others said the English soldiers had refused to 
fight any longer, or that the whole of the 
colony was in rebellion. This talk went the 
round even among the officers, probably 
because they did not understand the enemy's 
movements. 

Now we know the meaning of it all. It was 
De Wet who was being followed. We were 
not two days at Olifantsnek, when, to our great 
surprise, De Wet arrived with a commando of 
2,800 men, followed by 40,000 English. He 
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had been by treason separated along with Steyn 
from the chief commando, and had been chased 
by the enemy a month already. 

It was a great lager that advanced through 
Olifantsnek — the largest commando that we 
had seen yet, with numerous carts, waggons, 
beasts of burden, and other belongings. And 
it was then I made the acquaintance of Presi- 
dent Steyn and De Wet. Our Commandant 
with his men accompanied President Steyn to 
Machadodorp to President Kruger. We put 
up our tents for the time being next to those of 
President Steyn, so that we had time and 
opportunity enough to learn to know him. 
When the enemy a few days later broke through 
at Magatonek, to the west of Rustenburg, 
General De Wet sent for me one evening and 
ordered me to take a report to Rustenburg, and 
gave me some instructions for the Commandants 
there. 

I had to take a message for President Steyn 
also, that the ambulance of the Orange Free 
State was to follow the lager in the direction of 
the Krokodil River. 

Late at night I arrived at Rustenburg, only 
to find that the lagers had already taken flight. 
5 
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The enemy were expected at any moment. 
But the ambulance was there still, and all night 
long I led it in the direction the General had 
told me the lagers would take. 

Late the following morning I arrived at De 
Wet's lager, which had moved a few hours 
further on to Sterkstroom. The commando left 
there that afternoon, and went along the Maga- 
lies Mountains to Commandonek. That day 
and that night we had a first experience of the 
long tiresome marches that enabled De Wet to 
mislead the enemy. 

That night President Steyn made a most 
favourable impression on us with his talk. He 
did not try to encourage us with hopes of inter- 
vention, but merely pointed out that the war 
might last a long time still, and that we would 
have to enter the Colony. 

At Commandonek we rested a few hours 
while De Wet himself went to reconnoitre. 
He sent a message to the English officer in 
charge of the pass that he must surrender. 
The officer replied that he did not quite under- 
stand who must surrender — he or De Wet. 
I think this was merely a dodge on De 
Wet*s part to find out by the signature of the 
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reply who was in charge of the army at the 
pass, and so to make a guess at the numbers of 
the enemy. 

He decided not to attack the pass, and before 
daybreak next day we were on the move again. 
Some time afterwards at Warmbad I heard 
that an English General had related this dodge 
of De Wet's, but he thought De Wet had 
threatened him with a very small force, as his 
commando must still have been at Olifantsnek. 
It is an example of the way we misled the 
enemy by our mobility. 
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WITH PRESIDENT STEYN TO PRESIDENT KRUGER 

NEAR Krokodil River, on Carlyle's Farm, 
President Steyn and his attendants 
separated from De Wet's commando, and went 
in the direction of Zoutpan to Machadodorp. 
We were about seventy-five men in all. The 
little commando consisted of carts, a few trolleys, 
and horsemen on strong, well - conditioned 
horses. The Free Staters nearly all had one 
or two spare horses. Our own commando still 
always consisted of twelve or thirteen men, and 
the small ambulance waggon which we used for 
provisions. The French doctor had remained 
behind with De la Rey. We moved very fast. 
At Zoutpan — a sunken kopje like the mouth of 
a crater, with a pan at the bottom, from which 
the salt is got — I met some old acquaintances, 
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who pretended to have come there for salt. 
During our talk my suspicions were roused 
by their curiosity, and by their knowledge of 
President Steyn's arrival. I also doubted their 
tale that their trolley stood behind a kopje, 
and not at Zoutpan, and I warned the Com- 
mandant against them. He became very 
anxious, and made us move on as rapidly as 
possible, for once we had crossed the Pienaars 
River all danger from khaki would be past. 
It was a good thing that the Commandant made 
us travel so fast, for we had only just out- 
spanned at Pienaars River the following morn- 
ing when the khakies' bomb - Maxim began 
firing at the outposts of General Grobler's 
Waterberg commando, which was stationed 
there. We had only just time to inspan and 
ride off to the Boschveld, towards the Olifants 
River, where we would be safe, while General 
Grobler disappeared in the direction of Warm- 
bad. 

At Pienaars River I made the acquaintance 
of General Celliers, who was loudly proclaim- 
ing the way in which he would squash khaki 
if only the burghers would fight. He is the 
exception to the rule that all braggarts are 
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cowards. Most of the braggarts have gradually- 
disappeared from the scene, but the deeds of 
this hero were always in accordance with his 
words. 

We heard afterwards that a detachment of 
the enemy had followed us, but we had had too 
great a start, and had besides taken a short-cut 
of which they knew nothing. It would not 
have been easy for the khakies to overtake a 
well -mounted commando like President Steyn's. 

We were also told that the enemy knew of 
the arrival of President Steyn, which strength- 
ened my belief that the two suspicious char- 
acters at Zoutpan were the informers. When- 
ever we, as the attacking party, made prisoners, 
they always declared that they had known all 
about our plan of attack — probably to dis- 
courage us with the thought that through the 
treachery of our own people the enemy always 
knew all about our movements. 

For a long way we followed the same road 
that we had taken with Commandant Boshoff 
to Rustenburg. We arrived safely at Waterval- 
Boven (President Kruger having already re- 
treated from Machadodorp), where we stayed 
a few days and heard the famous Battle of 
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Dalmanutha (August 27) — the most awful roar 
of cannon that I have ever heard. 

From Waterval-Boven we went to Nel- 
spruit, to which President Kruger had moved 
in his railway-home. We gave our horses 
a week's rest and passed the time fishing and 
hunting. We were content there, as we got 
plenty to eat, and our horses, too, were well fed 
— an important matter to us just then. Cir- 
cumstances were forcing us to attach much 
value to all sorts of trifles that we would 
formerly not even have noticed. 

If once one has suffered the pangs of hunger, 
one learns to value the comfort and luxury of 
home ; and if one has wandered about for 
weeks without seeing woman or child, one 
learns to appreciate their gentleness and charm 
and to understand Schiller's Zlichtige Haus- 
frau in * Das Lied von der Glocke.' How 
often in our wanderings we longed for good 
literature during our long, tiring, monotonous 
rides ! And how terrible was the thought of 
the moral hurt we were suffering — voluntarily 
in a way, yet forced to it by a sense of honour 
and duty. For in this lay the grievousness of 
the war, that a powerful nation — influenced by 
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a few unscrupulous leaders — was trying to anni- 
hilate a small nation that demanded the right 
of existence, and was therefore forced to defend 
that right. It was a happy time for us when 
we had the opportunity of turning our thoughts 
towards literature and other things than com- 
mando work. 

The privations that we had already endured 
were small indeed in comparison to those which 
awaited us. It was well with the Uitlander 
optimist who remained in our country while 
the Republics could give him the comforts he 
demanded as his right, but who, as soon as 
things went wrong, and he saw nothing but 
misery in the future, left for his own country — 
there to sit in judgment on our peasant-nation. 
How I long for the gift of being able to express 
myself, to give a true account of the self-denial 
of our burghers and of the misery that we 
endured ! How my heart bleeds when I think 
of the great sorrow that has come upon my 
poor people ! 

When the enemy approached the Delagoa 
railway-line, President Steyn left with his escort 
for Hectorspruit. I had to follow with a trolley 
for which there was no room on the train. 
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Because of the disorder that reigned every- 
where I had to wait nearly three days before 
I could start. I was pretty nearly famished 
on my arrival at Hectorspruit, and ate greedily 
of the remains of the porridge left by some 
burghers, among whom were two sons of State 
Secretary Reitz. President Steyn's lager had 
in the meanwhile become 250 men strong, 
under Commandant Lategan, and was then at 
Krokodil River. 

At Nelspruit I met a couple of old friends, 
Malherbe and Celliers, with whom I left for the 
lager. They were both Transvaalers who had 
been studying in Holland, but had returned 
before finishing their studies on account of the 
war. The commando was well supplied with 
weapons and ammunition, as the Delagoa Bay 
line brought plenty to our store. What became 
of the rest I do not know, as President Steyn 
was in a hurry and our commando left first for 
the North. 

The ford at Krokodil River was about fifty 
paces wide — made for the occasion and difficult 
to cross. The trolleys and waggons that had 
to cross to the lager on the opposite side gave 
us much trouble, as they sank deep into the 
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sand. We harnessed a double span of oxen to 
the waggons, undressed ourselves, and had to 
swim alongside the animals to get them through. 
Occasionally something dropped from one of 
the waggons and had to be fished up in a hurry- 
to save it from the strong current. There was 
much shouting and laughter, and if any crocodile 
had been in the neighbourhood he would have 
suppressed his hunger until the storm was 
over. 

On the banks of the river there was a 
constant shooting at fish and game, and even 
at crocodiles, who showed themselves occa- 
sionally. There was game in abundance. It 
seemed as if all the game of the Transvaal, 
that is becoming so scarce, had fied to this 
part. 

We were on our way to Pietersburg through 
the Boschveld of South-East Lydenburg, which 
might be called a desert in winter. It was 
a journey difficult even for a trek Boer, and 
more than difficult for a large commando. A 
man called Hester was our guide. Some two 
years before he had made the same journey on 
a hunting expedition, and now he was able to 
follow the ruts which the wheels of his waggon 
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had made then, and which would be in all 
probability deepened by the summer rains. 
Our means of transport were chiefly carts and 
trolleys, on which we also put our bedding to 
lighten the burden of our riding horses. 



VIII 

WITH PRESIDENT STEYN IN THE BOSCHVELD 

LOST 

ON September 12 we left the Krokodil 
River early in the morning, after first 
watering our cattle and filling our water-bags. 
Our guide did not expect to come across any 
water before the Sabie — a river several days' 
journey further on. There were several springs 
on the way, but as that part of the country was 
so little known, because of its unhealthiness, no 
one could tell when the last rains had fallen. 

The shrubs and bushes had grown high 
above the ruts made by the waggon two years 
ago, and were a great hindrance to us. The 
road we followed twisted and wound rather 
more than was agreeable, but it was certainly 
easy to follow for the lagers that came after us. 
The horsemen rode next to the lagers to shoot 
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bucks. We had no ' slaughter- cattle ' with us, 
so had to live on the game that we shot. 

In the neighbourhood of the river we still 
came across birds and insects, but the further 
we went the more monotonous and dead Nature 
became. I could never have pictured such a 
lifeless wood to myself. No sound of insects 
was to be heard, no chirp or song of bird ; 
and not even the trail of a serpent was to be 
seen. 

There was a melancholy stillness. Traces 
of game were in abundance. It seemed as if 
only those animals lived there which, accustomed 
to the monotonous silence, withdrew noise- 
lessly from the gaze of the interloper, or, in 
their ignorant curiosity, stood still until a hunter's 
bullet warned them or put an end to their 
lives. To them we must have been strange 
disturbers of the peace. Shots fell in all direc- 
tions ; sometimes a whole salvo was dis- 
charged when we came upon a herd of bucks. 
There were many thornless trees growing in 
their stately height far above the usual scrub 
of the Boschveld. Our horses often grazed on 
the sweet buffalo grass that always grows under 
trees. Looked at from a rise, the Boschveld 
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appeared to be nothing but trees — trees as far 
as the eye could see. One shuddered at the 
thought of what would become of anyone who 
lost his way there, since for miles and miles 
there was no water to be seen and no trail to 
go by. It made one hurry back to the safety 
of the lager, trusting to the capability of the 
guide. 

To our great joy, the first spring contained 
water. It was a large pool surrounded by 
rocks, where the game was accustomed to 
drink. We arrived there towards afternoon, 
rested a few hours, and continued our journey 
with fresh courage. As the waggons moved 
too slowly for our liking, we rode on ahead ; 
but the consequence was that, when it got dark 
and we off-saddled, we had no bedding, for 
nearly all the waggons were obliged to outspan 
when darkness set in, as there was no road. 

We knee-haltered our horses in case there 
were lions about, and collected a large quantity 
of iwood to keep the fire going all night. That 
night our talk, of course, ran upon lion-hunting 
and shooting expeditions. Then we crept as 
close to the fire as possible, and were soon in 
a troubled, or untroubled, sleep, dreaming of 
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lions and other wild animals. But I felt the 
cold very much, and could not sleep without 
my rug, and kept turning from side to side to 
get as much warmth from the fire as possible. 
If only I had made two fires ! In a battle I 
have been between two fires, and did not find 
it at all agreeable, but in this case it would 
have been different. 

I lay awake, waiting for the third fire, the 
red dawn, but not in a poetical mood. There 
is a time for everything; that I learnt during 
the war. Rain is lovely, and cold gives energy, 
but one must be warm to appreciate it. As I 
lay thus, four mules, tethered together, came 
closer and closer up to our fire, grazing all the 
while. I lay still, listening to the peculiar 
noise made by the biting off" of each mouthful 
of grass. I seemed to expect a joke, and 
suddenly one of the mules fell on his back. 
In a moment all our heroes were up and ready 
to defend themselves against lions or khakies, 
according to their different dreams. I laughed, 
and laughed again, so that the hyenas could 
hear me a mile off", and the startled lion-hunters 
began to laugh also, so that we woke up the 
whole camp. This little episode made my blood 
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circulate, so that I very soon also was in the 
land of dreams. 

As the burghers chased all the game on 
ahead of the lager, the President and Com- 
mandant Boshoff agreed to go in advance, so 
as to have a chance of seeing the numerous 
kinds of wild buck and larger game. I went 
with them. Greatly to my distress I forgot to 
ask our guide what direction we would take 
that day with regard to the sun. An ex- 
perienced hunter would not have forgotten it, 
as he knows from experience that in the excite- 
ment of the chase we often leave the beaten 
track. I had to pay dearly for my forgetful- 
ness. I rode some distance to the left of the 
President, but took care to keep him in sight. 
But the Boer is wonderfully disobedient to any 
authority, and not long after two men made 
their appearance to my left, and I saw that if 
I did not look out they would be ahead of me 
in no time, and chase all the game away from 
me. As the donga next to which we rode 
seemed to be a favourite resort for game, I 
took the same direction as they did, more to 
the left. The dongas ran into each other with 
numerous bends and curves, and were some- 
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times overgrown with high grass, then again 
quite bare. I paid no attention to the direction 
we took. 

After a while one of the men wounded a 
buck, and they both rode into the donga after it. 
I rode on, to cross the donga a little further 
on, so as not to have to follow in the track of 
the other two, and saw a red buck on the other 
side, which I wounded so badly that it seemed 
unnecessary to fire again, and I rode leisurely 
towards it. But when I had crossed the donga 
the buck had disappeared, and I began to seek 
for the traces of blood, but I soon had to give 
up the search, not to lose sight of the other 
two men. They, however, seemed to be a 
great distance off, as I did not overtake them, 
and I did not succeed in tracing them in the 
direction that the wounded buck had led them, 
as the track in the grass was invisible to my 
inexperienced eye. 

I rode back to the donga, and deliberated on 

the course to take. In all directions I heard 

shots, right and left, but I stood irresolute. I 

had no watch with me to find the four quarters 

of the wind, but the sun had only just risen, 

and I made a guess with an imaginary compass. 
6 
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It was lucky for me that I made such a good 
guess, and had paid great attention to the 
direction we had taken with regard to the sun. 
I was certain that I should come upon the traces 
of the lager if only I kept within the sides of 
a right angle, unless the lager had at the start 
taken a sharp turn to the right or left. 

But it was possible that in our excitement 
we might have crossed the waggon track which 
the lager was to follow ; then the lager would 
be far to the right. Standing thus like the ass 
between two bundles of hay, I was not in the 
mood to think lightly of my case, but had to 
act at once, so I chose the safest and more 
probable of the two sides of my right angle — 
namely, the left, as I would then in any case 
not be moving towards Portuguese territory, 
and could always turn to the Krokodil River. 

I felt pretty certain now, as it was more 
probable that we had not crossed the old 
waggon tract, and every moment I expected to 
hear the switching of the long whips. But 
when I had gone some distance I was obliged 
to return to the donga, and retrace my way to 
the place where we had slept. A clever Boer 
would have succeeded in finding the way back, 
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but I soon lost my way altogether. I lost the 
traces of the horse's hoofs, and the dongas 
looked to me so different that in one place 
where a donga branched off I did not know 
which to follow. An intense feeling of desola- 
tion took possession of me. Lost in a wilder- 
ness without food or water ! I thought of the 
twelve or thirteen men who got lost in this 
wood on a hunting expedition, and of whom 
only one was saved. A great fear came upon 
me. Gradually I became calmer, and tried to 
form some plan of action. I resolved to keep 
to the left, where I had already seen a solitsuy 
mountain. Perhaps water was to be found 
there. 

My gun was loaded with Dum-Dum bullets, 
specially prepared for bucks. I had filed 
through the steel to the lead, so that the bullet 
would expand at once when it came into contact 
with bone. I found a buck tame in its very 
wildness, but I missed it, for the aim of my 
gun, a fine sporting Mauser, had been bent by 
the branches of the trees. It was a good thing 
that I did not come across a lion, or, rather, that 
a lion did not come across me. 

I had to ride under trees, through shrubs 
6 — 2 
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and grass, and had to keep a sharp look-out, as 
the king of beasts sometimes takes the lords of 
creation unawares. And I had to look out for 
an opportunity to shoot a buck — ^the only food 
within my reach. The nearer I came to the 
mountain, the surer I was that I had lost my 
way completely, and the more I became recon- 
ciled to my fate. I planned how I should build 
a large fire in the night for myself and my 
horse, and how I should defend myself against 
a lion with a burning piece of wood. 

Suddenly my horse went faster and pushed 
to the left. Greatly to my astonishment, I saw 
that the attraction was a little stream of water 
that he had scented in a donga. I off-saddled, 
and let my horse graze in the luxuriant grass. 

Now I was strengthened in my belief that I 
had taken the wrong direction, for we were all 
under the impression that we should not soon 
reach water. I prepared some more Dum-Dum 
bullets with a small file that I carried in my 
pocket, and did not let my horse graze long, 
but hastened to the mountain to find a better 
shelter for the night. To my great joy, I came 
upon the wide road about a thousand paces 
further on. I followed the road along the 
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mountain for half an hour, when I came upon 
the lager, camped near a stream — probably the 
same stream at which I and my horse had 
quenched our thirst. 

As we sat round our fires that night we 
heard shots fired in the distance from the 
direction that we had come. Some men were 
sent out immediately, and returned after a while 
with a man quite exhausted from hunger and 
thirst, and paralyzed with fear; he had been 
unable to overtake the lager. 



IX 

PRACTICAL HINTS — ADVENTURE ON THE SABIE — 

NORTH OF LYDENBURG 

EXPERIENCE teaches us. The know- 
ledge that we have gained in this war 
we must pass on to the coming generation. 
It may be of use in a war of the future, or on 
some other occasion. Therefore Oom Dietlof 
will take this opportunity to give his nephews 
in South Africa some practical hints that may 
be of use to a burgher in his travels or in a 
war. If anyone loses his way in the same way 
that I have just described, he must remember 
the following way of finding the four quarters 
of the wind : 

The small hand of a watch describes a circle 
in twelve hours, while the apparent movement 
of the sun round the earth is in twenty-four 
hours. The movement of the small hand is 
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therefore twice as fast as that of the sun. If 
one points the small hand of a horizontal- 
lying watch to the sun at twelve o'clock, then 
the hands and the figure XI I. lie in the meridian 
as well as the sun. 

In the northern half-circle the sun and the 
hands move in the same direction. In one 
hour's time the small hand goes a distance of 

3 — = 20*", and the sun goes a distance of ^ — 
12 24 

= 15°. If at one o'clock one points the small 

hand of a horizontal-lying watch to the sun, 

the line that divides the acute angle between 

the figures I. and XII. lies in the meridian. 

So one can always find the meridian. 

In the southern half-circle the sun and hands 
move in opposite directions, therefore one must 
point the figure XII. to the sun, and then 
divide the acute angle betwe^en the figure XI I. 
and the small hand to find the meridian. 

In this way one can at any time find out* the 
direction one has taken. But everyone has not 
always a good watch, and the sun sometimes 
hides behind the clouds. Then it is better to 
have a good compass — but better still not to 
lose one's way. 
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Besides such simple articles as a pocket-knife, 
a water-bag, etc., which are indispensable to a 
traveller in our country, everyone ought to 
carry with him a good plaster, a nosebag, and 
some snake poison ; maize (mealies) for his horse, 
the cheapest and most strengthening food that 
we know of, can always be carried in the nose- 
bag. Snake poison prepared by a good Kafiir 
doctor is the only cure for snake-bites or the 
bite of any poisonous insect. The Kaffirs 
prepare it from some (to us) unknown shrub, 
and from the poison of the most venomous 
snake, which they make into a powder. This 
powder is used as an antidote by swallowing a 
small dose — enough to cover the point of a 
pocket-knife — and also by applying some to the 
bite, after first having cut an opening into the 
bitten part with a pocket-knife. Some people 
protect themselves against the poison of a 
snake-bite by regularly swallowing some of the 
poison and vaccinating themselves with it. 
One can even protect one's self in this way 
against the bite of the poisonous file-snake of 
the Boschveld — a snake the shape of a three- 
cornered file, sometimes from 3 to 4 feet long. 
It is a fact that the person whose body is proof 
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against the poison of a snake-bite is never 
bitten, as he is feared by snakes. Formerly 
I doubted it, but I have myself seen people 
who have made themselves proof against a bite 
in this way, and I have also heard it from 
people in whom I have the utmost faith. 

Alcohol is also a good antidote, provided one 
takes it immediately and in such quantities that 
it goes to the head. I would recommend every- 
one always to take a small quantity of brandy 
with him on commando, if experience had not 
taught me that some take even a mosquito-bite 
as an excuse to ' take a drop,' and I am against 
that on principle. 

Often while loading my horse the thought 
struck me whether the poor brute ever had 
a wish to protest, * Surely this is becoming too 
bad !' and that reminds me that one must be 
very careful not to overload. The knapsack 
must not be filled with kaboe mealies (roasted 
maize) for one's self, while the nosebag of the 
poor horse remains empty. 

More than one prisoner of war has bitterly 
regretted that he did not take his horse's power 
of endurance into greater consideration. Now 
I must take up the thread of my tale. 
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The following morning the lager would start 
at three o'clock, and, as my horse was in good 
condition, the owner of the horse that had been 
left behind asked me to fetch it before the lager 
left. He explained to me where I would find 
it tied to a tree about half an hour's ride from 
the lager, so I started with a friend at about 
two o'clock at night. On the way we came 
across a mule that had wandered away while 
grazing, ignorant of all the danger he was 
exposing himself to in the uninhabited Bosch- 
veld. The creature gave us much trouble by 
refusing to be caught and constantly dodging 
behind a tree, so we lost a great deal of time. 
On our way back, close to the lager, we heard 
the whine of the wild-dog, the well-known 
feared wolf. We thought it very interesting 
to come across a wild animal of which we had 
no fear just then. But when we reached 
the camping-ground of the lager, where only 
the trolley stood to which the wandering mule 
belonged, we found to our surprise that both 
white men and Kaffirs had given up the search 
for the mule for fear of the wild-dog. They 
had all congregated round large fires. The 
wild-dog, however, is harmless by himself; like 
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the khakies, his strength lies in numbers. We 
had to leave the sick horse to join the bucks of 
the Boschveld on its recovery, until the horse- 
sickness came. After a long, tiring, but very 
interesting ride we arrived at the Sabie, where 
the rest of the lager was already encamped. The 
Sabie is about the size of the Krokodil River, 
and its scenery of woods and valleys formed a 
sharp contrast to the deadly monotony of the 
Boschveld that lay behind us. We had crossed 
the bare desert and were now in a part of the 
country inhabited by Kaffirs. The following 
day the lager was removed half an hour further 
on, and there we remained a few days. 

At night four of us were persuaded to go 
eel-catching in a crocodile-pool that we had 
discovered a little further on. We made a 
large fire to entice the eels, and, as we were 
none of us great lovers of angling, we made a 
splendid bonfire, as there was plenty of dry 
wood to be had. 

There was something particularly attractive 
in these large fires on those quiet, dark nights 
of the wilderness. The glow threw a sombre 
light on the water that gave one a creepy 
feeling, as if a crocodile were on the watch for 
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us in the water, and lions at our back between 
the large trees. What must they have thought 
of us? 

The bank of the river seemed to be about 
6 feet high, and not very steep. We made the 
fire closer and closer to what seemed the bank. I 
saw someone lift up a huge branch, walk to the 
bank with it, and plant his left foot firmly on 
the ground. The reeds gave way beneath 
him. What seemed a firm bank, by the glow 
of the fire, proved to be a mass of reeds and 
grass, and the poor man fell down a height of 
6 feet, his fall being hastened by the heavy 
branch he held. For a moment we stood 
irresolute. To jump after him into a crocodile- 
pool ! But he called for help, and we had to 
act immediately. Fortunately, one acts almost 
instinctively in such cases. One of the others 
slid down the bank — the thought striking him : 
* If only there are not two crocodiles !* Land- 
ing on a horizontal branch, he stretched out his 
hand to the drowning man, someone else took 
hold of his left hand, and so they were both 
saved. If a crocodile had been in the neigh- 
bourhood, he would probably have stood on the 
defensive. Such a queer, two-legged animal 
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who led the attack in such a strange but 
decided way must have roused his respect. 

This piece of fun put an end to our eel- 
fishing. We had caught only one eel — and a 
man. 

The following morning there was parade for 
President Steyn. His speech to us was touch- 
ing and to the point, and showed that he 
believed in a good ending to the war, if the 
burghers were capable of enduring such hard- 
ships as at present. Then he also told us in 
what a hurry he was to reach his burghers, as 
he was afraid that the enemy were doing all in 
their power to make them turn against him. 
We all liked President Steyn very much. 

On our journey through the Selatie Gold- 
fields, past the Marietje River to Pilgrim's Rest, 
we crossed the steepest mountain that I have 
ever seen. A double span of oxen was 
harnessed to each waggon. The oxen were 
lent us for the occasion by the Boers living on 
the plateau in front of us. After every few 
steps upwards we had to put stones under the 
wheels to prevent the waggons from slipping 
back. It took our little lager nearly all day to 
reach the plateau. Then we had a most mag- 
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nificent view of the Boschveld that lay behind 
us. In the distance the Lobombo Mountains 
were visible on the boundary of the Portuguese 
and Transvaal territory. The first rains had 
fallen on the plateau, so the green grass was a 
refreshing change for our eyes. The horses 
would be able to graze well, and the good 
feeding would soon make them lose their old 
coats, and then they would be sleek and glossy 
again. 

From the high plateau we descended, over a 
' lumpy ' veld, with an oasis here and there in 
a hole or valley, or on the top of a hill, to 
Pilgrim's Rest. Some miles before we reached 
this little town we passed beside the water- 
works that supply a strong stream of water for 
the machinery of the gold-mines. We simply 
stormed the shops, that were still well supplied 
with provisions, and bought all sorts of luxuries 
and necessaries for our journey. From Pil- 
grim's Rest we once more crossed a steep 
mountain, along a road that for length and 
height has not its equal. In the neighbourhood 
of Ohrigstad, a little town that we left to 
our right, I asked a Boer woman whether the 
fever did not make one's life impossible there. 



NORTH OF LYDENBURG 95 

and I got a very naif reply : * No ; this year 
the fever was not so bad. We all got ill, but 
not one of us died/ 

The rest of our journey to the north of 
Lydenburg, over Spekstroom River, along 
Watervalop, over Steenkampsberg to Roos- 
senekal, was very tedious. The uninhabited 
Boschveld was very interesting, and we had 
sufficient provisions then, but the poor, un- 
civilized Boer inhabitants of the Lydenburg 
district were unable to supply us with neces- 
saries, the want of which we were beginning to 
feel. We could not buy a loaf of bread any- 
where. And it is anything but pleasant in a 
time of war to come across such lax and un- 
energetic people as they proved to be. The 
men were nearly always at home, and appeared 
to be discouraged and unwilling to fight. We 
had all lost our sweet tooth. That one could 
tell by such expressions as : * Even if you 

give me sugar * But occasionally we got 

a more desirable substitute, when a beehive 
was discovered in a cleft of a rock. Some of 
our men are particularly clever at discovering a 
hive. , I have often seen a man stand gazing 
up at the sky, walk on a short distance, and 
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again stand gazing, and after awhile appear 
with a bucket of honey. By watching the 
flight of the bees they find out in what direc- 
tion the hive is. A practised eye can see the 
rising and settling of the bees above the hive 
from a great distance. 



X 

FROM ROOSSENEKAL TO PIETERSBURG — WITH 
GENERAL BEYERS TO THE MAGALIES MOUN- 
TAINS 

WE went in a very different direction 
from that of General Ben Viljoen's 
commando, which took the road to Pietersburg 
through Leydsdorp. President Steyn celebrated 
the anniversary of his birthday at Roossenekal, 
and addressed us in the same spirit as on the 
former occasion at the Sabie. 

Roossenekal is famous for its caves, or 
grottos, in which the Mapochers hid them- 
selves so well during the Mapoch War. We 
made use of the opportunity to visit the 
grottos, of whose formation I should like to 
know more. What appeared on the outside 
to be an ordinary hill proved a most wonderful 
natural building containing many rooms. The 
7 
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old kraal walls and the peach-trees and 
* Turkish figs', (prickly-pears), overgrown by 
wild trees, and an occasional earthen vessel, 
were the remains of the Kaffir city. Of course 
we cut our names into the rocks by way of 
becoming immortal. We could not help speak- 
ing with great admiration of the wild Kaffir 
tribe who from such a hiding-place fought for 
months for a life of independence. We had no 
time to visit the grottos further away. 

Although our horses were well fed during 
this time of rest, they profited little, on account 
of the constant cold rains that fell. We for- 
tunately still had some tents, that we used only 
in case of rain. Our Commandant was still 
always in doubt whether to proceed to Pieters- 
burg, for we were quite ignorant of the enemy's 
movements during the last few weeks. Later 
on, when he got the information that the 
enemy were stationed at Pinaars River bridge, 
and that we could not with safety pass Warm- 
bad and Pinaars River, we had to turn off at 
Kobaltmyn to the right to cross Olifants River 
lower down. We had already passed Kobalt- 
myn in the beginning of July on our journey 
after General de la Rey. The latter part of 
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our journey, along Olifants River, through 
Zebedelsland to Pietersburg, was exhausting 
for man and horse. Some of us often had 
nothing but a little rice and a small piece of 
meat for several days in succession. There 
was scarcely any grass for our horses, and yet 
we had to ride hard night and day. 

After a tiring journey of fully a month. 
President Steyn's commando arrived at Pieters- 
burg on .October 1 1. Although we had always 
intended to follow President Steyn to De Wet, 
my brother and I, with Malherbe, now accepted 
an invitation from my uncle, Ignace Mar4 to 
stay awhile on his farm at Marabastad. Presi- 
dent Steyn left with his commando for Nyl- 
stroom. Our horses were worn out, and could 
not follow the commando. Most of the men 
had a spare horse that was still in good con- 
dition, and although my brother and I had 
only one horse apiece, we often had to do the 
hardest work. 

My aunt and uncle did their best to make 
our stay a pleasant one, and our horses were 
well fed. Soon General Ben Viljoen s com- 
mando arrived at Marabastad, and stayed 

there a few weeks, so that we also experienced 
7—2 
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the discomfort arising from a lager camped on 
one's farm. The Boer is deprived by it of all 
necessaries, and all sorts and conditions of men 
constantly visit his house. Some of them, the 
riff-raff of the commando, are very unwelcome 
guests, for they do much mischief intentionally, 
and thereby give the commando a very bad 
name. The poles to which the wire is attached 
for camping at a farm were yet left undamaged. 
The burghers were still accustomed to get 
plenty of dry wood in the Boschveld, and were 
not yet so demoralized as to work damage 
without scruple. 

We stayed at my uncle's far longer than 
we at first intended. My saddle had chafed 
the horse's back so severely that I could not 
ride it for several months. My brother got 
an attack of malaria, and just as he was re- 
covering had a relapse, so that President Steyn 
was so far. in advance of us that there was no 
question of overtaking him. 

The commando had already left Marabastad 
when we started for Tweefontein, near Warm- 
bad, on our now strong, sleek horses. There 
we joined Commandant Kemp, of the Krugers- 
drop commando, under Wyk III., who had 
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parted from Ben Viljoen at Marabastad because 
the latter had on a Sunday afternoon during 
service fired off several cannon-shots for the 
edification of a few fast women. 

Malherbe, my brother, and I formed a sort 
of comradeship under Corporal Botman — or, 
to put it simply, we were ' chums.' At Warm- 
bad we heard many interesting things about 
the khakies, who had stayed there nineteen 
days on their hunt after De Wet. We could 
not understand why they destroyed the bathing- 
houses, unless it were to deprive our wounded 
of the chance of recovery. 

The condition of the people in Zoutpansberg 
and in Waterberg, where the enemy had been, 
was not very cheerful. Everyone complained 
that there was no sugar to be had, that the 
meal was getting low, and that soon there 
would be no clothes. Pietersburg was ex- 
hausted by the commandos, and the courage 
of the inhabitants was nearly at an ebb. They 
would not yet make the sacrifice that would part 
them from their families. The enemy had not 
yet driven them to despair by the destruction of 
their fields and goods. 

Every sensible person knew that the Re- 
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publics would lose in the long-run in a guerilla 
war unless something unforeseen happened. 
At the time that we fled from Pretoria my 
mother said she would have hope as long as 
her ' gorillas ' remained in the veld. Even if 
we clung to a straw, the possibility always 
remained that things might take a favourable 
turn as long as a fair number of 'burghers 
remained in the veld. 

The burghers from the different districts now 
in Waterberg were earnest and full of courage. 
Noticeable changes for the better had been 
made. Beyers, a man in whom the men had 
the utmost faith, was made Assistant-Com- 
mandant-General, and was to lead a com- 
mando of 1,500 horsemen from Waterberg, 
Zoutpansberg, Krugersdorp, etc., to the 
Hoogeveld. The discipline was much stricter. 
Cooper and Fanie Grobler, who had been 
accused of high treason, promised to keep a 
sharper look-out for spies and traitors. And 
we still always hoped for an eventual rebellion 
in Cape Colony. That hope was our life-buoy 
on which we kept our eyes fixed. We felt that 
there our safety lay, and the enthusiasm of the 
commando was heightened by the desire to 
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celebrate Paardekraal Day in Krugersdorp on 
December 15, As a sailor longs for the sea, 
so we longed for a meeting with the khakies 
when we left for the Magalies Mountains in 
the beginning of December. Our commando 
was light and mobile, with provisions for a 
short time only. Such heavy cannon as the 
Long Toms were of no use to us now. Hence- 
forward we were to live on the produce of the 
surrounding country, as there was no basis 
from which we were to operate. Besides this, 
the khakies very kindly made over some of 
their provisions, arms, and ammunition to us 
in a skirmish or battle, so that afterwards we 
had more Lee-Metfords than Mausers in our 
possession. 

At Krokodil River I had the privilege of 
seeing how a honey-bird takes a human being 
to a bees' nest. As we were lying under a 
tree, a honey-bird settled close to us. Corporal 
Botman followed it as it flew chirping from 
tree to tree, and called to it that he was follow- 
ing, until the bird stopped at the hive. The 
grateful finder always rewards the bird with a 
piece of honeycomb that he puts aside for it. 
But I have never been able to discover whether 



r 



/ 

104 MY LIFE ON COMMANDO 

the bird or the insects eat the honey. I know 
that the * bug-birds/ that are always seen on or 
near cattle, do not feed on the bugs with which 
the cattle are covered, but on the locusts that 
fly about the herd. Last week, when our 
guards took us for a walk outside the fort, I 
noticed that a kind of sparrow in India has 
the same trick of catching the locusts that are 
driven on ahead by the cattle. 

I shall not try to give a description of the 
works of the machinery that moved mechanic- 
ally to the Magalies Mountains, for I should 
have to guess at the particulars in this historical 
little tale. Mechanical I call the journey, for. 
there were days and nights in which we were 
numbed, body and soul, exhausted by hunger 
and thirst and want of sleep. 

When we were at Bethany, a convoy of the 
enemy was seen moving in the direction of 
Commandonek. When it noticed our guard, 
it dragged its curved body with great zeal 
through the pass. I think the khakies also 
must have been bored to death on those long, 
fruitless journeys. We left Bethany towards 
evening, and reached the Magalies Mountains 
the following morning after a tiring journey in 
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the night past Sterkstroom, through the Krom- 
riverskloof to the foot Of Onuapadnek, or 
Boschfonteinnek. (I learnt the names from' 
the inhabitants.) In the kloof we passed the 
burnt remains of the convoy that was taken 
by Commandant Boshoff — who joined De la 
Rey after having taken Steyn to his destina- 
tion — and his brave little troop of burghers. 
They were obliged to abandon the convoy, 
however, on the arrival of reinforcements for 
the enemy. A sickening stench came from 
the corpses that they had left unburied in their 
flight. 

We rested a few hours at the top of the 
steep nek. On descending on the other side 
we came, to our mutual surprise, upon De la 
Key's lager at the foot of the mountain on 
Barnard's farm. 



XI 



BATTLE OF NOOITGEDACHT 

WE were busy all evening baking vet-koek 
(a kind of scone fried in lard), as we 
had received the order to be ready to leave the 
following morning at one o clock, and to take 
provisions sufficient for two days. Although 
our officers were beginning to see the advis- 
ability of keeping their plans secret, we were 
able to guess that we were going to attack 
General Clements' camp, an hour's ride further 
east at Nooitgedacht — particularly as the 
chances of success, in case of an eventual 
attack, were being discussed by some of the 
officers. The general opinion was that 
Clements' force was 5,000 strong. 

We left quite three-quarters of an hour later 
than the fixed time in the early morning of 
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December 13, 1900, and recrossed the steep, 
narrow neck, took a way to our right in the 
Kromriverskloof, making a sharp turn to 
Elandskrans, where a strong outpost had been 
placed by the enemy on the Magalies Moun- 
tains. 

That was the crust through which we had 
to bite to get at the dainties of the booty. 
It cannot be denied that victory and booty, in 
our impoverished circumstances, were very 
close together in our thoughts. The enemy's 
camp lay at the foot of the long, high clifif that 
forms a precipice on that side of the mountain, 
while the slope of the mountain on our side 
was not steep, and there were a great many 
footholds and boulders. The artillery had 
been left in the neck of the pass to protect 
the lagers. Beyers, with some Zoutpans- 
bergers, turned away from us to the right to 
reach Elandskrans along the mountain ridge. 
It appeared, therefore, that Beyers and Kemp 
were going to make the attack from the north, 
with 1,000 men, and that Kemp had the centre 
and the left wing. We were again too late. 
The sun had risen when we began the attack. 
Corporal Botman was ordered by Kemp to 
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surround the extreme right of the enemy's right 
wing, with thirty men. 

We had to storm the left to enclose the 
enemy in the half-circle. We were exposed 
to a rain of bullets, and had to storm through 
ravines and reefs, so^metimes racing our horses, 
then leading them, and making use of every 
cover. General Beyers, with his splendid 
sharp-shooters, was already in hot action with 
the right wing, and Commandant Kemp in the 
centre had forced his way close to the enemy. 
We tied our horses together behind a reef, left 
them in charge of a few men, and advanced, 
spreading ourselves in groups of three, four 
and five. A moment of extreme anxiety 
follo*wed. 

Not to expose ourselves unnecessarily, we 
had to peep from behind the rocks, shoot the 
course clear, and run to the next cover. Mal- 
herbe and I stayed as close as possible to our 
cool, collected, brave corporal, and we had to 
gasp for breath sometimes in trying to keep up 
to him. The others forced their way upwards 
more to the left, and so formed the furthest left 
point of the half-moon. 

While the three of us were pushing our way 
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from position to position into the neighbour- 
hood of the few khakies who already dared 
not raise their heads from behind the rocks, 
I noticed, some 500 paces to our front, a 
number of khakies moving in our direction. 
I warned Malherbe to keep up his courage, 
as the enemy were getting reinforcements. A 
moment later, while our corporal had again 
moved onwards, I noticed several khakies on 
a stone ridge some 150 paces in front of us. 
It appeared that they were driven on by part 
of the centre and right wing, for just then two 
men made their appearance, whom I at once 
recognised as Boers from the colour of their 

# 

clothes and the quick way in which they aimed 
at me. I stooped quick as a hare, and imme- 
diately rose again. The enemy now surren- 
dered, I believe to the number of two or three 
hundred of the Northumberland Fusiliers, 
called the * Fighting Fifth ' on account of their 
courage and bravery. We also took on the 
mountain a heliograph that the enemy had 
broken. 

The khakies acknowledged that we had 
taken the position with the greatest possible 
speed. We were in the majority. But it must 
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not be forgotten that we were the attacking 
party and had to expose ourselves, and also that, 
although the battle on the mountain extended 
over a long line, our right wing had still to 
reckon with the reinforcements that were sent 
up through a narrow kloof from the camp. It 
was a repetition of Selikatsnek. The khakies 
had the good positions, and we had good cover 
behind the rocks on the mountain slope. In 
such a case he is no match for us. 

We went on a few hundred paces over pretty- 
level ground, and then looked down upon the 
camp at the foot of the mountain, which con- 
sisted of several hundreds of tents and many 
waggons. Some of these waggons were in- 
spanned, some were already retreating, but 
most of them were not yet inspanned. The 
camp lay on the grounds and by the fields of 
a deserted farm. 

Afterwards I heard that Commandant Baden- 
horst, of Pretoria (who had attacked the enemy 
before our arrival, at the foot of the mountain, 
and so suffered the greatest loss), was already 
retreating, but, hearing the fighting on the 
mountain, had renewed his attack. 

The enemy could not stand the fire that we 
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Opened upon them, and had to retreat from the 
camp in the direction of Commandonek. The 
inevitable consequence was that the troops on 
the west, opposite De la Rey, had to retreat 
hurriedly so as not to be cut off by the wedge 
that was forcing its way along the mountains 
into the camp. They were far beyond reach of 
our bullets. Where De la Key's cannon were, 
and why they did not make themselves heard, 
I do not know. Neither do I know why 
General Smuts did not cut off the retreat of 
the enemy to the south-east. They had placed 
a few cannon to our left in the valley, and 
bombarded us fiercely on the mountain without 
much result. The balls of a small Maxim flew 
past us with a hissing sound and hindered us in 
our aim. 

The waggons that were inspanned fled in 
the direction of Commandonek, and halted in 
the valley at a respectful distance from us. 
Although, the camp appeared to be almost 
deserted, a continual firing was heard below us. 
I could not make out from where it came until 
I suddenly discovered several small troops of 
horsemen who galloped at intervals from behind 
a wall in the -shade of some trees. They were 
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in all probability left there as cover for the 
waggons. The few shots we fired at them 
missed their aim. We saw De la Rey*s burghers 
capture a large herd of cattle. 

While Malherbe and I were peering from 
behind our hurriedly erected entrenchment, 
and occasionally firing a few shots, I discovered 
four or five brave khakies busy dragging along 
an ammunition waggon, or a gun ; from such 
a distance we could not distinguish which. We 
fired at them with a sight of 800 paces, but 
did not hit them, as the horizontal distance to 
the camp was not more than 400 paces, and we 
should have used a sight of 600 paces, but the 
height of the mountain was very misleading. 
Immediately afterwards a span of mules came 
in the direction of the supposed gun, so Mal- 
herbe and I retreated as fast as we could, to find 
a better cover more to the left. It is strange 
how in a battle one always has an idea that all 
the threatened danger is aimed specially at 
one's self. 

We had to be on the look-out not to fire 
at our own people, some of whom were already 
in the camp. My brother, Malherbe, and I 
went to the narrow kloof that I have already 
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mentioned, after a fruitless search for our horses, 
which had meanwhile been taken to the entrance 
of the kloof, and I heard from my brother that 
our brave General had been wounded in the leg 
by a shell. During the search for our horses 
we had noticed a long dust-cloud at the end 
of Kromriverskloof, near Buffelspoort, moving 
from Rustenburg in the direction of Commando- 
nek — in all probability reinforcements for the 
enemy, arriving too late. 

The Waterbergers and Zoutpansbergers, who 
were most undisciplined, had descended through 
the kloof in quest of booty. But the Krugers- 
dorpers, formerly notorious for their rough 
behaviour, were now the most orderly, and did 
not descend before all the men were collected. 
The kloof was strewn with bodies of khakies, 
who were sent up as reinforcement and piti- 
lessly shot down by the burghers. The little 
stream of water was red with blood, so that we 
could not even quench our thirst. Some of the 
khakies had fallen from the high cliffs, where 
they had to lie unburied — like the soldiers on 
Amajuba in 1881. 

We led our horses to the opening of the 
kloof, and then galloped into camp under the 
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thundering noise of the shells that the enemy 
were firing at us from the distance. There 
was no control possible among the burghers. 
Each one loaded his horse with whatever he 
could lay his hands on, and there was no 
thought of following up the retreating enemy. 
They did not leave us undisturbed in our glory, 
but aimed lyddite at us, which had the desired 
effect, that we in our disorder did not storm the 
front positions, but retreated in the direction of 
our camp, a quarter of a mile in among the 
trees. There Veld-Kornet Klaassen ordered his 
men to off-saddle and give the horses a rest. 
Meanwhile the camp was burnt, flames arose 
in all directions, and thousands of cartridges 
exploded. 

After we had watered our horses in a neigh- 
bouring spruit we lay down to rest. But ere 
long General De la Rey came galloping into 
our midst with a lash in his hand, calling to us 
whether we were not ashamed to lie there doing 
nothing, instead of following up our advantage 
now that we had the chance, when otherwise the 
enemy would ill-treat our women and children 
and burn down our homes. One of our corporals 
rather impertinently informed De la Rey that 
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he served under another General, and would 
obey no orders but his. De la Rey thereupon 
rode up to him and gave him a heavy cut with 
his lash. I went up to the General, and told 
him that we were quite willing to fight, and 
had only off-saddled for a rest by order of our 
Field-Cornet. In his rage he lifted his lash, but, 
recognising me, lowered it again. If I had 
aimed at getting a cut from him, I might have 
called out like the Dutch farmers, who got a 
box on the ear from Peter the Great for pressing 
too closely upon him while he was building 
ships at Zaandam : * I have had one too ! I 
have had one too!* We then rode with the 
General to the burnt camp. The enemy had 
not found the game worth the candle, and 
had saved their shell for a more favourable 
occasion. 

One can imagine De la Rey's indignation 
when he saw that waggons, provisions, and 
ammunition were nearly all burnt. He pointed 
out to us how ammunition and guns were re- 
quired on every side. General Beyers, whom 
we met there, excused himself by explaining 
that he had ordered only those things to be 
burnt that we did not require. We then rode 
8—2 



ii6 MY LIFE ON COMMANDO 

to the other positions on the opposite side of 
the camp, but the enemy were in full flight, 
followed by an occasional burgher. 

I do not consider myself able to criticise the 
manner in which our officers organized this 
battle. But it was easy to see that a great 
mistake had been made. We had much to be 
thankful for, but the result might have been 
more advantageous to us. The whole camp 
with all its cannon should have been taken 
with a smaller loss than eighty men killed and 
wounded. 

I do not know the number of the enemy's 
killed and wounded. If our first attack had 
been made unanimously and unexpectedly, we 
could easily have crushed the enemy. The 
prisoners, as usual, pretended that they knew all 
about our plans, but why, then, were their 
reinforcements too late, or, rather, why did 
they never arrive ? When General De la Rey 
organizes an attack, and his instructions are 
well carried out, the burghers have so much 
confidence in him, and like him so well, in spite 
of, or perhaps because of his violent temper, 
that they never have any doubt as to his 
ultimate success. 
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The prisoners were released. In my presence 
they were always well treated, and I have seen 
many khaki prisoners who have never on any 
occasion been ill-treated. 



XII 

PAARDEKRAAL DAY — BATTLE IN THE MOAT — 
ATTACK ON KAALFONTEIN STATION 

FROM Onuapadnek our lagers went to the 
farm Rietfontein, near Witwatersrandjes, 
where we celebrated Paardekraal Day on 
December i6 — under sad circumstances, alas! 

Ds. Kriel, who constantly accompanied us in 
the most self-denying manner, in all our battles 
and on all our long journeys, led us in prayer 
that day. Halfway up the kopje, which we 
climbed in most solemn earnest, he offered up a 
prayer to God, and then impressed upon us the 
importance of the occasion. On the top of the 
kopje he held a short service. It reminded me 
of that which my own father held for the 
assembled burghers at Paardekraal in i88o. 
How true and faithful he was in his position as 
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preacher to the fighting men, and how well he 
served his adopted country ! 

After General De la Rey, Smuts, Kemp, and 
Mr. Naud6 had all addressed us, Ds. Kriel read 
out a document in which was expressed, in a 
few words, the purpose each one of us should 
attach to his contribution of a stone towards 
the monument to be erected there. He ex- 
horted the burghers not to add a stone to 
the pile unless they fully understood and were 
in earnest about its meaning. So the old 
covenant was renewed in a different place 
under different circumstances and in a different 
manner from the Paardekraal Day of former 
years, and when the burghers descended from 
the kopje they were strengthened by the re- 
newing ^ an ancient pledge in their resolution 
to fight to the last for their country and their 
people. 

The place where the monument was erected 
was called Ebenhaezer. 

Between the Magalies Mountains and the 
Witwatersranden stretches a long valley called 
the Moat. In the centre runs a gray ridge or 
rand, parallel to the mountains, and rising into 
kopjes to the east» near Hekpoort* Thither 
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our commando moved a few days later to meet 
the enemy, who were approaching from Com- 
mandonek, most probably with revengeful 
intentions. The Moat was well provided with 
corn, and asked for our protection. We stayed 
over a day on the gray ridge. When the 
enemy advanced towards us on the day follow- 
ing, General De la Rey had taken up his 
position near Nooitgedacht, and so formed the 
left wing. Commandant Kemp, with his men, 
was at the south on the foot of the ridge, and 
Veld-Kornet van Tonder, with a small troop of 
Zoutpansbergers, was on the first kopje, while 
General Beyers, with the Waterbergers and 
Zoutpansbergers held the right wing to the 
west of Hekpoort, in Witwatersrand. The 
whole of that forenoon the enemy were ready 
to attack us, and we waited calmly. Towards 
afternoon their left wing moved towards the 
first kopje, beyond the reach of the Zoutpans- 
bergers, who were on the Witwatersranden near 
Hekpoort They began firing at the position 
of Veld-Kornet Van Tonder, and when he fell 
mortally wounded his Zoutpansbergers were 
obliged to retire from the kopje. 

Our Veld-Kornet, Kruger, a fine, brave 
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fellow, then led twenty-five of our men towards 
Hekpoort, to try and stop the enemy in their 
forward movement. As Malherbe, my brother, 
and I were among the twenty-five, I cannot 
tell what happened to De la Rey on the other 
side of the gray ridge. We pressed too far 
forward, and soon had to retreat some distance. 
Our Veld-Kornet stayed behind with a few of 
us, on a small rise, while our horses were 
taken some 300 paces further back, and the 
rest of our little troop rode in the direction of 
Hekpoort. The enemy already occupied the 
first kopje, and were firing at us from a dis- 
tance. We quickly made an entrenchment of 
stones and lay waiting. But our people were 
retreating from the other kopjes, and we had 
to get to our horses as quickly as possible. A 
few cowardly burghers on the ridge took us 
for khakies and fired at us. Then I experi- 
enced the difference between the aim of Boer 
and khaki. The latter's bullets always flew 
far above our heads, but the former's fell 
terribly close to us. 

As yet we had retired in good order, but 
soon we fled in a panic. The enemy had come 
from Krugersdorp in very large numbers, and 
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already occupied the high Witwatersranden 
behind us. 

Whoever has an incapable horse had better 
hide in a ditch or behind a wall along with the 
poor, frightened women. More than once I 
have seen poor frightened women holding their 
crying children by the hand, and seeking a 
hiding-place near their houses during a battle. 
It is indeed a tragic sight! — we men, with 
our weapons in our hands, not able to defend 
them at such a time. And then a great feeling 
of shame came upon us. These same women 
had only the day before called down God's 
blessing upon us, and now they cried to us to 
hurry, or we would be surrounded. 

We rode at a flying gallop for fully half an 
hour — along the Magalies Mountains, between 
the Witwatersranden and the many smaller 
banks, while to the left the enemy were 
descending and firing at us. The Water- 
bergers and Zoutpansbergers, who learnt later 
than we did that the enemy were surrounding 
us, would all have been taken prisoners had 
they not forced their way bravely through 
thick and thin. As far as we can tell, our loss 
was, fortunately, only one killed. 
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At the Manharen, a peculiar kind of kopje, 
we halted, but had to retreat further towards 
evening. 

Beyers' commando moved in the direction of 
Gatsrand, but had to turn to* Zwartruggens, 
near Rustenburg, when it reached the farm 
Modderfontein, where we celebrated Christmas. 
The enemy was constantly at our heels, and 
made things hot for us ; we often had to hurry 
most inconveniently not to be surrounded or 
cut off. We got a few days' rest on the farm 
Vlakhoek. We were camped near a small 
stream, and went from there to the different 
farms in search of the first fruit of the season. 

On New Year's Eve General Beyers' com- 
mando moved on the wide hard Krugersdorp 
road. The bullock waggon lager had been left 
behind, as it prevented us from moving as 
quickly as was sometimes necessary. The 
burghers still longed to attack Krugersdorp, 
and on New Year's Eve, as we moved fast 
in the direction of the town, our hearts were 
cheered by the thought of Jameson's failure, 
when five years ago he passed along the same 
road in his notorious Raid. We all hoped to add 
an immortal page to the annals of our history on 
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the following New Year's Day. But we were 
sadly disappointed in our expectations. The 
Jameson Raid was not avenged, and we cele- 
brated New Year's Day calmly and peacefully 
at Cyferbult, on Pretorius* farm, with milie-pap 
(maize meal porridge) and beef and — green fruit ! 

Whenever we came to a farm we ate as much 
green fruit as possible by way of a change 
in our diet. On other occasions it would have 
been very bad for us, but now it seemed to 
have a very wholesome effect. As we moved 
on past Zwartkop over the Krokodil River in the 
direction of the railway, we realized that there 
was no chance of attacking Krugersdorp for the 
present, for General Beyers had apparently 
changed his plans. We were quite sure that it 
had originally been his intention, and some of 
our officers talked of the attack on the town as 
if it were an open secret. 

Our capable Veld-Kornet, Kruger, had re- 
mained behind at Zwartkop to get the burghers 
of Wyk III. Krugersdorp from out of their 
hiding-places, as the Generals wanted to con- 
centrate all the small bands for some great 
undertaking. We joined Wyk I. Krugersdorp 
under Veld-Kornet Klaassen. 
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Near Hekpoort, as we were camped at 
DwarsvHe, we attacked a convoy of the enemy 
in the valley, and very nearly captured it before 
it was reinforced. I was not present, so cannot 
give any account of the battle. After a sharp 
trek of more than one night, we crossed the 
rails between Kaalfontein and Zuurfontein 
Stations, just before sunrise one morning to- 
wards the middle of January. We captured 
a few guards who seemed to know nothing of 
our movements. Why General Beyers did not 
surprise one or both stations that morning early 
is still a mystery to us, as our movements were 
remarkably quick. It could not have been 
because he thought us too tired, for some 
twenty minutes further on, while we were 
resting on a farm, he ordered part of our 
lager to turn to the left and attack Kaalfontein 
Station. 

Our corporal was unwilling to work us and our 
horses to death, so he first got breakfast ready. 
But when our cannon began to roar and Cor- 
poral Botman, who still limped from a wound, 
rode off without a word in his own peculiar 
way, our conscience began to trouble us, and 
several of our men followed him. My brother. 
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whose horse's back was chafed, remained in 
the lager with the rest of the burghers. 

When we reached our guns, we immediately 
saw that the station could be taken only at 
the cost of many lives — more than the success 
would be worth. Our guns had not the desired 
effect, and we should have had to charge across 
an open space without any cover. The enemy 
had no guns. They say our left wing very 
nearly succeeded in taking a small fort near the 
station, but I cannot give any particulars, for 
our Veld-Kornet rode with a small troop of 
burghers to the right of the station, and took 
another small fort which the enemy had aban- 
doned because it was too far away from the 
station. What might have been expected hap- 
pened. Towards afternoon an armoured train 
came from Pretoria, and reinforcements arrived 
from Johannesburg and scattered our left wing 
over the valley. I happened to be with a 
few others on the outmost point of the right 
wing of attack — or, rather, since the scene was 
changed, of the left wing of flight. And as 
we were retreating at our ease an old man 
galloped towards us and pointed out that we 
were retreating in the wrong direction, as the 
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enemy had captured our whole lager. He had 
never in his life seen so many khakies. They 
seemed to be on all sides of us. The only out- 
let for us was in the direction of Heidelberg. 
I asked him, * Uncle, are you sure that our lager 
is in the hands of the khakies ?* to which he 
answered, ' Nephew, I saw with my own eyes 
how they rode up to the waggons and made 
all our people ** hands up !'* * and he continued to 
give us a minute description of the occurrence. 

If we had been greenhorns, we would have 
blindly followed the startled old man right 
through the stream of retreating burghers and 
exploding 15-pounders. But, fortunately, the 
war had taught us, and we moved on with the 
stream, but a little more to the left, and, I can- 
not deny it, with a feeling of great anxiety as to 
what was to become of us if the old man had 
indeed told the truth. 

Fortunately, it appeared that fright had made 
the old man believe his own imagination, 
and the lager was quite safe. My brother told 
me that the slight attack made upon them by 
the enemy was easily beaten off. 

The opinion of the majority was that we 
should have left Kaalfontein Station alone. 



128 MY LIFE ON COMMANDO 

We were thoroughly exhausted by our rapid 
journeys, particularly by the journey of the 
preceding night, and besides that the burghers 
were unwilling to make an attack of which 
they did not see the advantage. We had 
several killed and wounded. 

The consequence was that we had to trek 
that night in a way that none of us will ever 
forget, to get beyond the reach of the enemy. 
One cannot imagine how terrible it is to sit 
for hours on horseback, dead tired and over- 
come by sleep. We did not even guide our 
horses ; they simply jogged along mechanically, 
too tired even to object to ill-treatment. Our 
hands rested on the bows of the saddles, and 
as we sat leaning forwards, apparently lost in 
thought, but in reality suffering tortures from 
the effort to keep awake, we forced our- 
selves to look up and about us, but our eyes 
half closed in the effort, and everything about 
us took a strange shape, and the sky became 
chaos ; * with a nod we half awoke, only to 
dream again a second later that we were falling 
from our horses. 

Not a word was spoken, for everyone was 
dozing. Whenever we had to wait for our 
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guns or waggons, we simply flung ourselves 
on the grass with one arm through our bridles, 
and soon we were unconscious of the pulling and 
tugging of the horse, and if the order to mount 
woke us up, the tugging had ceased, and our 
horses were calmly grazing some distance from 
us. Then we lifted our bodies, loaded with 
cartridges and guns, into the saddle at the risk 
of toppling over on the other side, like a lizzard 
sliding down a bank, and rode on in silence, 
drowsily and top-heavy. 



XIII 



COMMANDO SUFFERINGS 



THE horsemen rode generally two by two, 
partly in front of the waggons as advance- 
guard, and behind as rear-guard, each corporal 
with his men in his place by his Veld-Kornet. 
The Krugersdorpers were no longer allowed 
to leave their places before they had permission 
from their corporal. Even those burghers who 
were most disorderly in the beginning now saw 
the necessity of discipline, and were obedient 
to the commands of their officers. 

It was a mixed crew of old and young. But 
the majority were still in the prime of life, and 
proof against the privations of guerilla life. 
The old men among us were all men whose 
powerful constitutions were yet unbroken. It 
was praiseworthy of them that in their old age 
they were willing to suffer the difficulties and 
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dangers of a wandering life for their country's 

sake, for although their constitutions were 

strong, they were susceptible to cold and damp, 

the effects of which they could not shake off. 

There were also many brave little boys, who 

were thus early initiated into the privations of 

commando life ; but they shared all bravely, 

in a careless spirit of adventure. 

Here and there were some Uitlanders who 
had remained faithful to us. All the others 
had gradually disappeared, either because they 
were taken prisoners, or killed through their 
somewhat foolhardy courage, or because they 
had left the country in disappointment. The 
townspeople were by no means superior to 
the farmers. There were traitors and * hands- 
uppers ' among them as well. We have been 
bitterly disappointed in people of all classes, 
but particularly in the so-called * gentlemen.' 

Our condition and appearance were indeed 
striking. During the heat of the day, when 
the dust lay thickly about us, we sat in our 
ragged clothes, with shaggy, uncombed beards, 
on our poor, hardly - treated ponies, meekly 
staring in front of us, seemingly indifferent to 
the moral hurt that we were suffering and the 

9—2 
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physical pain that we felt in all our limbs after 
a long, tiring ride. At the start of one of our 
journeys an animated conversation sometimes 
helped to pass the time, but it soon flagged, 
leaving us staring in front of us in the usual 
dispirited, dull way. Our talk became daily 
more prosaic and superficial. We had not the 
energy to express our deepest sentiments, and 
things which were formerly pleasant were 
strange to us now. We had no spur to enliven 
our thoughts in our monotonous life. To the 
careless there was nothing startling in this 
moral numbness, but the more sensitive among 
us grieved over it, and were humiliated by the 
shallowness that had come into our lives. 

The small necessaries of our material exist- 
ence had become essential to our happiness. 
If we lost a knife, or if a pot or kettle broke, 
or a mug was stolen from us, we were depressed 
for days, as if a heavy blow had fallen upon 
us. It was not easy to fight against that 
bitter feeling of depression. Our only safety 
lay in the fact that we were conscious of the 
demoralizing effect of these small disappoint- 
ments of commando life, for to know one's self 
is always the first step towards conversion. 
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Some qualities of our highest nature were 
systematically, suppressed. We prided our- 
selves on our fierce hatred of the enemy, and 
considered it a mark of patriotism, and we 
rejoiced when he fell beneath our bullets or 
when the plague broke out. We even wished 
that a great European war might begin, if only 
we might keep our country, and as a consequence 
of our righteous patriotism an inclination to 
cruelty became one of the predominant traits 
in the character of the burghers. 

The commando life tended to make many of 
us melancholy. Wherever we came the thought 
was forced upon us that our beloved country 
was deeply injured, morally and materially. 
We ourselves saw everywhere homes and 
fields destroyed, women and children taken 
away by force, and cattle stolen ; and rumours 
told of the most terrible outrages committed 
upon helpless women and children. If it were 
not that one becomes hardened to all outward 
impressions, our commando life would have 
been pitiful indeed. So we became hardened 
to almost all these things, but the thought of 
the ill-treatment of those dear to us, on whose 
happiness our own happiness depends, was 
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constantly with us« and to that we did not 
become hardened. 

It is impossible to enter into the sufferings 
of the married men. Much was suffered in 
silence. Some men got messages from their 
wives imprisoned in refugee camps, bidding 
them surrender for the sake of their wives, 
since fighting was of no avail and the country 
was already lost. Who shall blame the man 
who rides away with an anxious heart to his 
wife and children, no matter what the conse- 
quences may be to himself ? Another woman, 
with a different disposition and a different 
heart, sends word secretly to her husband that 
life in the prison camp is endurable, and that he 
must fight to the end. Then he stays, and 
proves himself worthy of the courage of his 
wife. 

Some men gave the impression that they 
were indifferent to the suffering of wife and 
child. These were the scum of our people, 
who in time of peace were not of much import- 
ance, but were necessary for our fight. But 
the majority, by far the greater majority, were 
men who, even in the most troubled times, 
were faithful to the comrades with whom they 
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began this struggle, the struggle for our in- 
dependence. 

Whenever we came to a * uitspanplek ' (a 
place where there is water to be found for 
the horses), some of us had to seek hurriedly 
for wood to make the fire, others to fetch 
water, and others to help in various ways. 
It was a regular struggle for existence. Those 
who came first got the least disagreeable work. 
Wood was scarce on the Hoogeveld where we 
happened to be, and the water was muddied 
by the first water-carriers. When the sun was 
very warm we made a shelter with our guns 
and our blankets. Our meals were simple. 
They consisted of meat and *mealie-pap' 
morning, noon, and night, often for weeks 
without salt. We made coffee of burnt grain 
ground in a coffee-mill. During the war we 
learnt to drink all sorts of coffee — of wheat, 
oats, barley, sweet potatoes, maize, and even 
of peaches. We became so accustomed to a 
simple mode of life that our wants were few 
indeed. Even sugar we no longer missed. 
And we remained healthy and strong. 

We lay in small groups round the fires, 
leaning against our saddles. Our moods were 
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brighter after our tired bodies had had the 
needful refreshment and rest. The groups 
were often picturesque, some of us lying at 
our ease with soiled books in hands, others 
grouped round the fire, every now and again 
adding wood to the flames, and others, again, 
picking mites out of the biltong with a pocket- 
knife. 

A shower had not much effect upon us. We 
were accustomed to letting our clothes dry on 
our bodies. Nature is very kind to people 
who are day and night in the open air. If the 
sun did not shine soon after a shower, we 
made a very deplorable appearance in our 
dripping clothes. But we never grumbled. 
We were generally cheerful, unless we were 
exhausted from fatigue. 

We suffered most on those long nights when, 
for some reason or other, we could not sleep, 
for many of the burghers were troubled with 
fears for their dear ones. Often, after a long 
ride, we were too tired to prepare a meal, 
but simply flung ourselves against our saddles 
and slept before we had time to let our 
thoughts wander. But if the enemy were not 
at our heels, we often passed the long nights 
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in sleeplessness, gazing up at the stars with the 
most bitter feelings in our hearts. No wonder 
that many a burgher grew gray. We were 
often kept awake by the tethered horses 
stumbling among the groups. Sometimes a 
man would jump up and strike at them till all 
the others awoke, too, and then there was great 
hilarity in the quiet of the night. 

Sometimes a constant rain cast a shadow 
over the sunny Hoogeveld and made our lives 
sombre and almost unbearable. Then our 
tattered garments could not dry on our bodies, 
and everything about us was wet and dirty. 
Even in dry weather fuel was almost unattain- 
able, for the treeless Hoogeveld had been 
almost exhausted by the many large com- 
mandos which had visited the * uitspan ' places. 
In wet weather it was almost an impossibility 
to make a fire. 

Whoever had an ailment passed unpleasant 
nights then ; each night meant a nail in his 
coffin. Even the constant rain the burghers 
bore cheerfully, and many a joke was passed 
along during an interval in the downpour. 
But in the morning, as we dragged our weary 
limbs out of our mud-baths, shivering from 
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cold, we did not venture to put the conventional 
question, * Did you sleep well ?' to each 
other. 

The spirit among the burghers was very 
different from what it had been. No swearing 
was heard, and quarrelling was exceptional. 
Thefts, too, were seldom committed. We 
called ourselves * sifted ' ; traitors and thieves 
had gone over to the stronger party. I do 
not believe that any European army would 
have kept its moral tone so high under such 
demoralizing circumstances as did that small 
army of Boers with the help of their religion. 
Whereas in time of peace there was much 
difference in churches, especially in the Trans- 
vaal (although no difference in belief), now, 
during the war, the unity of belief in one Bible 
had become the means of raising the moral 
tone of the burghers. 

During the last few months a plague had 
come amongst us that we had heard much 
about, and now caused us much trouble — a 
plague of lice. It is not an edifying subject, 
but anyone can understand how the itching 
caused many a sleepless night. We were not 
to blame. When we no longer were able to 
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change our clothes, we could not guard against 
the vermin that had become a plague among 
the huge wandering armies of the enemy. 
Although we boiled our clothes, to our horror 
the nits appeared again. 



XIV 

BATTLE OF BOESMANSKOP — FLIGHT OF WOMEN 

FORTUNATELY, the enemy gave us a 
week's rest on the farm of Landdrost 
Schotte. During that time Veld-Kornet Meyer, 
with his small troop of Germans, blew up the 
electric factory at Brakpan. 

Then we stayed a few days on Mr. Brown's 
farm, where a great many little commandos 
congregated that were camped on the banks 
of the river. Our horses became quite sleek 
again from the abundance of mealies they got 
there. On that farm we first used for fuel the 
poles that fenced in the farm. I distinctly 
remember how, after we had received the 
order from Commandant Kemp, we waited 
until after dark before pulling up the poles, 
and how grieved we were at the necessity for 
doing it. Since that time we have got over 
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such scruples. Even if there were wood to be 
had on an outspan place, there was always a 
race to procure the best poles. Of course, 
when there was abundance of wood, the pulling 
up of poles was strictly prohibited. 

At that time I made the acquaintance of a 
nephew of mine, Paul Mar6, a boy of fourteen, 
with a noble countenance, who, like so many 
others of the same age, rode about with gun 
and bandolier, and was full of courage. When 
the enemy approached his mother s house he 
prepared for flight, but she took it for a joke. 
When she noticed that he was in earnest, she 
forbade him to go, as his father had been killed 
already, and he would in all probability be 
killed too. He merely answered, ' Because 
they have shot my father, I mean to shoot 
them now,* and rode away. 

We did not like remaining long in one place 
doing nothing. We always became impatient, 
and wished to know when we could move on. 
But the Commandant always answered that he 
could not tell. And the more sensible of us 
thought, ' It depends on khaki.' This was 
really the case now. On the evening of 
January 28 we got the order to be in readi- 
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ness. While General Beyers, with 400 or 
500 men, passed to the rear of the enemy to 
destroy the Boksburg mines, our commando of 
horsemen moved rapidly in the direction of 
Boesmanskop in the Heidelberg district, to cut 
off the enemy who were pushing on to our 
part of the Hoogeveld. We arrived at Boes- 
manskop the following morning. 

The parts of the country that we now passed 
through had not yet been destroyed by the 
enemy, but everywhere else the houses and 
farms were burnt and ruined in the most 
barbarous way. We were very anxious, there- 
fore, to cut off the enemy's advance. They 
were camped to the north-west of Boesmanskop. 
A strong Boer guard occupied this kopje — the 
only one in the neighbourhood ; for the rest, 
the surroundings were the ordinary Hoogeveld 
with its mounds. We pushed up in a long 
line over a *bult' that ran north-west of 
Boesmanskop. Our guns — only a few, as 
most had been sent away to be repaired — 
stood on top of this mound without any cover. 
Lieutenant Odendaal, a very brave gunner, did 
not like kopjes, but always placed his cannon 
on a mound, as the enemy's guns always fired 
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too short or too long on account of the mis- 
leading distances. They did so in this instance, 
and the bombs flew far beyond us. Corporal 
Botman ordered me to stay with the horses at 
the foot of the *bult,' while the burghers crept 
on to the top a few hundred paces further, 
expecting eventually to charge the enemy. 
Suddenly I heard, twice over, a noise like that 
of a train in the distance. My brother told me 
afterwards how he had seen a detachment of 
the enemy storming Boesmanskop, and how 
the burghers waited until they were close by, 
and then beat them back completely with a 
twice-repeated salvo. 

For some time the guns of the enemy ceased 
firing, because, as I heard later on. Lieutenant 
Odendaal had shot down the gunners. When 
they made themselves heard again, they were 
more accurate in their aim ; I most narrowly 
escaped the bombs. Four or five thundered 
around me in quick succession, as I fell and 
stooped and grasped the bridles of the rear- 
ing horses. Some of the horses pulled the 
bridles out of my hands and raced down the 
valley. 

But the left wing of the enemy was surround- 
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ing us, and, like a swarm of birds that rise on 
the wing, the burghers fled back in among the 
tethered and the straying horses, and retreated 
as fast as they could. The enemy now bom- 
barded Boesmanskop, so that the retreating 
burghers in the valley had a bad time of it 
with the bombs flying over their heads. 

Many waggons of Boer families, fleeing for 
their lives, were pushing along the sides of the 
long mounds, and the enemy's bombs burst in 
their midst more than once — perhaps accident- 
ally, perhaps because they knew that *the 
Boer nation must be swept off the face of the 
earth.' 

The women seemed to be in a panic. From 
all sides families came in carts and waggons — 
long rows of vehicles filled with poor, terror- 
stricken women and children ; large herds of 
cattle were driven along by the Kaffir servants, 
but many of them fell into the enemy's hands. 
The burghers did their best to make a stand 
in order to give the waggons a good start, but 
retreated in good order when they saw no 
chance of checking the enemy's forward move- 
ment. Fortunately, a heavy shower fell in the 
afternoon and hindered the enemy in their 
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advance, else many a waggon would have 
fallen into their hands. 

It was no longer necessary for the burghers 
to resist for the sake of the waggons. The 
enemy had camped and left us, with the ex- 
ception of the guard, to plod our way shame- 
facedly through the mud. Our ponies, with 
their quick, peculiar gait, soon caught up the 
heavily-laden waggons, and we supplied our- 
selves with mealies, flour, fowls, etc., that had 
been thrown overboard or left behind on a. 
broken-down waggon. Such is the fortune of 
war, and the things were better in our hands 
than in those of the khakies. 

When we rode up alongside the waggons, 

many a meeting took place between relatives 

and friends who had been parted for months. 

The women and girls drove the horses, and 

many of them walked with the Kaffirs in the 

mud next to the oxen. They did the work of 

the men in time of peace. Many of them had 

been delicately nurtured, in spite of the simplicity 

of their lives, and were not accustomed to the 

hard work. They were all Transvaal women, 

and wives and daughters of the burghers who 

had to look on helplessly at their sad flight. 
10 
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And, oh ! the dear little heads of the children 
that peeped at us from out of the waggons ! It 
was a cruel sight, and it moved us strangely. 

Although most of the women were drenched, 
they were all cheerful, and seemed proud of 
taking an active part in the great struggle. 
And if a young man asked a girl whether he 
should ride next to her to help her, the answer 
was : * No, thank you, we can manage ; the 
men must fight now/ There were many old 
men and boys who preferred the society of the 
women to the danger of the bombs. Some of 
the women were not kind, and reproached us 
for being the cause of all this misery, as our 
appearance in the Hoogeveld had brought the 
enemy in its train. 

The waggons were heavily laden with furni- 
ture and grain, some even with stoves, and 
they sank deep into the mud, as the roads 
were one mass of mud after the numerous 
waggons and thousands of cattle that had 
already passed along them. Long rows of 
vehicles were continually approaching from all 
sides, all going in the same direction, and 
when we came to Waterval River a sad but 
grand sight met our eyes. The river was full. 
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Hundreds of waggons had been outspanned 
on the banks on either side. The women and 
children were doing their best to light the fires 
with the wet wood, and to cook some food. It 
was just before sunset, but there was no sun to 
cheer them on their way. 

Against the sides of the mounds (bulten) 
the cattle were moving in black dense masses, 
making an almost deafening noise with their 
bleating and lowing. As we rode through the 
full river, we saw in mid-stream a cart that had 
stuck fast. A woman was standing in the 
water pushing at the back, while a girl held 
the reins. A few of our men jumped down 
from their horses and soon succeeded in getting 
the cart to the other side. But we could not 
stay to help the poor women and children. 
We rode on, inquiring everywhere after the 
trolleys and the commissariat. These were 
higher up on the other side of the river, so we 
had to cross once more, this time in the dark, 
at the risk of our lives. 

Two little girls were drowned that evening, 
and the wheel of a waggon had passed over a 
girl's body. It had been better if the women 
had stayed at home and depended on the 
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mercy of the enemy. They should not have 
undertaken this terrible journey. A woman 
cannot flee from place to place like a man, and 
life in a ' refugee *(i^) camp would have been 
better ; she should bear her sorrow bravely at 
home. And this was only the beginning of 
the misery. If they had remained at home, 
they might have saved their homes, but now 
the enemy was sure to destroy and bum the 
deserted farms. 

During the day, when the flight was still a 
novelty, the women and girls were cheerful 
enough, but who can describe their heartache 
and misery during their enforced journey on 
the rainy nights ? I do not know how all those 
waggons and cattle got through the swollen 
river that night. Twenty paces from where 
I lay a waggon was being inspanned ; I heard 
the voices of men and women. An old man 
was talking. He threatened to off"-load all the 
women on the first available place, as he had 
never in his life had so much trouble. A small 
boy and a Kaffir had their turn also ; the boy 
was on horseback and led, or rather dragged, 
another horse that refused to move. He had 
to collect the cattle, which seemed to me 
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almost an impossible task in the dark, among 
the many horses of the burghers. When he 
had found Kindermeid, Witlies had disappeared, 
and when Witlies was found, then Vaalpens 
was missing again. Kindermeid, a gray ox, 
was the most troublesome. Repeatedly it 
passed by me, followed by the boy dragging 
the unwilling horse. Then the boy exclaimed 
in sad, shrill tones, * See how the mare jibs !* 
When his father angrily asked, * Have you found 
Kindermeid now ?' he answered, *Yes, father, 
but now Vaalpens is missing ; the mare jibs so, 
I can't get the cattle together ! ' When he had 
found them all and the rumbling of their waggon 
was dying away in the distance, I still heard him 
complain of the unwilling mare, in his sad, 
shrill little voice. It was a small episode in 
my life that I shall not easily forget. This was 
the last I saw of the flight of the women, for 
we had to stay behind to fight as we were 
retreating. Later on I heard many sad tales 
about it, which I cannot repeat in this little 
book of mine. 

The poor women and children were indeed to 
be pitied, but we had no sympathy with the 
men who fled in the winter with their cattle to 



ISO MY LIFE ON COMMANDO 

the Boschveld, and now sought our protection, 
though they had never fought themselves. The 
flight with the cattle was necessary, as the 
enemy would otherwise have exterminated 
them, but many of the men took advantage of 
the necessity, and sometimes three or four 
strong, sturdy men went with one waggon, 
where one man would have been ample. 



XV. 

BATTLE OF CHRISSIESMEER — REUNION WITH 

GENERAL BEYERS 

I WILL not describe our retreat, as nothing 
of importance occurred. We were con- 
stantly on the alert to move before the cunning 
French entrapped us within the circle that he 
was trying to draw around us. 

At Trichardsfontein Malherbe and I had to 
go in search of our horses, which had strayed, 
so we were separated from our commando for 
some days. When we found our horses we 
went to Ermelo, and stayed there until the 
enemy were so close upon us that General 
Louis Botha, who happened to be at Ermelo, 
and knew of our arrival, sent to say that we 
must leave the town. We then joined his force 
and rode to Spion Kop. 

* In the land of the blind the one-eyed is 
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king !' Even so it was with Spion Kop of the 
Hoogeveld Ermelo. During the three years 
of my University life in that distant little 
country that stands by us now so well in our 
need, I often climbed a hill about the size of 
Spion Kop. That hill is famed for its height 
throughout the whole country, and bears 
the formidable name of 'the Amersfoort 
Mountain/ 

While the officers were holding a council of 
war, Malherbe and I rode off to our commando. 
At Klipstapel we were allowed a few days' 
breathing time, and there we prepared for the 
night attack on Smith- Dorrien's camp, to the 
north of us. But our g^ide lost his way in the 
dark, and we had to return. It was decided, 
nevertheless, to attempt the attack the following 
night at Chrissiesmeer, where the camp was 
then. We had everything in our favour. We 
were a strong force of many commandos, and 
the enemy's force was not much larger. 

That evening we were placed in quite a 
different order from the usual one. The men 
of each corporal's division rode next to each 
other. The Commandant or Veld-Kornet at 
the head, followed by the corporal with his ten 
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or fifteen men riding abreast, was followed by 
the next corporal riding abreast with his men, 
etc. On looking back from the top of the hill 
in the moonlight, one saw a broad dark 
mass of fierce, determined men. Nearly every 
burgher had one or two extra horses, mostly 
mares with foals, that we had commandeered 
and trained during our retreat on the Hooge- 
veld. At that time every horse, trained or 
untrained, was put to use. It was a pity 
that the mares with their foals were not left 
behind, as they made a terrible noise with 
their whinnying. We walked our horses ; we 
were not allowed to utter a word or to light 
our pipes — that was reasonable ; but the 
neighing of the horses was not exactly in 
accordance with our silence. Every now and 
again, when the whinnying of the majres was at 
its worst, some burgher or other would give vent 
to an exclamation of impatience. Every now 
and again someone or other would light his 
pipe, taking care that neither the Veld-Kornet 
nor the eAemy should see it. A dead silence 
reigned everywhere, broken only by the mares 
and their foals. These beasts caused us great 
uneasiness, but so did the order we received 
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that we had to shoot sharp at the beginning 
of the attack, but then slowly, until it became 
light, so as to save some of our ammunition in 
case of need. We had to attack in the dark 
then. But what if the enemy, prepared for our 
arrival, were to pepper at us unexpectedly from 
a different direction, or to point their Maxims 
at us? 

The greatest mistake of all was that we took 
our horses right up to the hill on the other side 
of which the khakies were. The horses were 
tired and had ceased neighing, but we should 
have left them some miles behind and walked on 
to make the attack as soon as it was light. An 
uncle of mine told me that he saw some men 
on horseback riding over the bult, whom he 
took to be our spies, but they were of course 
the enemy's guard. 

When we had tethered our horses at the foot 
of the bult, we climbed up slowly, but before 
we could fall into position the enemy opened a 
sharp fire at us. We charged shouting * Hurrah !* 
in wild enthusiasm, and fired as fast as we 
could straight ahead. The sparks flew up 
some twenty paces in front of us, and even 
after the fight we could not tell whether they 
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came from our own guns or from those of 
the enemy. At intervals we heard the tick-tick- 
tick of a small Maxim, but owing to the dark we 
were not mown down. Some of the burghers 
threw themselves down behind us, and involun- 
tarily one thought of the proverb, * to hide in 
another's blood. ' Whenever the firing slackened 
a few of our brave men charged, shouting out 
encouraging words, and again raised our enthu- 
siasm. Both burghers on my right and on my 
left were wounded. The latter had a most 
demoralizing influence on the rest of the men, 
as he lay groaning and moaning in a heart- 
rending way. He was only slightly wounded, 
and eventually escaped on horseback. Our 
brave Commandant Botman went forward ten 
paces beyond the rest in his enthusiasm, and 
served as a target for the enemy. He was 
severely wounded, but walked back without 
a moan and fell down close behind me. I did 
not even know that he was wounded. I turned 
round to see if the burghers behind me would 
not take the initiative in the inevitable flight, as 
I was ashamed to take it upon myself. I did 
not take it at all amiss, therefore, when I saw 
several men looking round to see if the way 
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were clear, and darting like an arrow back 
to their horses, for all round us our men 
were being shot down, and we did not know 
where the enemy's camp was, nor could we tell 
the effect of our shooting in the dark. A 
slight fog had arisen, through which the moon 
occasionally succeeded in dimly appearing. 
The day had dawned ; we reached our horses 
in the greatest disorder, and heightened the 
confusion by shouting inquiries to each other 
after friends and relatives. Some did not wait 
to find their horses, but fled on foot; others 
jumped on strange horses. Some even escaped 
on khaki horses that had strayed from the 
camp. 

As my brother and I galloped off, a man fell 
wounded close behind us, and the bullet struck 
the ground between us. The burghers rallied 
at a farm in the neighbourhood of the enemy's 
camp. Some of our men fled on, but most 
of them retreated with the guns to the com- 
missariat trolleys, many without saddle, mackin- 
tosh or blanket, more hopelessly impoverished 
than ever, but not discouraged, for although 
the attack had been repulsed we were not 
defeated. 
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In this lay our strength, that we were not 
disheartened by our defeats, but were able 
constantly to rally and to renew the attack. 
We kept on exhausting the enemy by slight 
skirmishes that are not worth relating, but 
their effect on the whole weakened him and 
strengthened us. 

On our side that day there were forty 
wounded, but only a few killed. It grieved us 
all that Commandant Botman had remained 
behind on the battle-field. He was universally 
liked for his bravery and for his simple Chris- 
tianity. To our great joy, we heard later on 
that he had recovered, and had somehow suc- 
ceeded in reaching Krugersdorp. Fortunately, 
the fog prevented the enemy from doing us 
much harm, and towards afternoon our cannon 
put a stop to their advance. 

The attack on Smith-Dorrien's camp was 
worthy of a better result. In this, as well as 
in the Hekpoort and Boesmanskop battles, 
where also we had no position, the burghers 
showed great courage and goodwill. In my 
opinion, the officers should have given up the 
plan of attack after we had missed our way the 
night before and been obliged to return. The 
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Kaffirs and traitors must have warned the 
enemy of our intention to attack, so that they 
could be in readiness for us. 

The enemy were now all round us. We 
heard the firing of cannon on all sides, but that 
same night we undertook a cunning backward 
movement, and when the enemy closed their 
cordon an hour later the bird had flown. We 
were careful to avoid a repetition of Cronje's 
experience. 

The burghers were very anxious about our 
lager. We had left it on Brown's farm on 
the Wilgeriver, when our commando advanced 
towards Boesmanskop. How the lager escaped 
I do not know, for we heard that the enemy 
were advancing from all sides — Standerton, 
Middelburg, etc. But we reached it in safety 
the very night that we slipped through the 
enemy's cordon. 

We were now safely on our way back to 
Rustenburg, and had to leave General French 
with his 30,000 or 40,000 men to drive along 
helpless women and children, and all the cattle 

« 

he could lay hands on. Commandant-General 
Louis Botha had strictly forbidden the women 
to leave their farms after the Battle of Boes- 
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manskop, so that the enormous woman lager 
received no new additions. 

Many of the farms were burned down, but 
some families had been left unmolested, because 
they said the enemy were ill at ease, owing 
to a rumour that General Beyers was going 
to attack them in the rear. The partly-burned 
granaries bore evidence to the great hurry the 
enemy were in. On some farms the very 
rooms that contained grain were set on fire. 

Our constant retreat had a most demoralizing 
influence. This was felt even in our conversa- 
tion and our expressions. We called this 
retreating * kamping,** and it became one of our 
most common expressions in our daily life. 
For * Let us go f we said * Let us kamp !' or for 
' This evening we start !' we said * This evening 
we go on the kamp !* A typical expression 
was * kamping ' for our independence, when we 
could no longer withstand the enemy. If any- 
one boasted of his loyalty to his country and 
people, he merely said that he had 'kamped* 
along with the burghers wherever they had 
* kamped/ We used in our conversation many 
military terms; for instance, *to change one's 
position ' was * to go and lie with your saddle 

* * Trappers.' 
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on another place.' * I shall mauser you ' meant 
* I shall strike you.* 

At Grootpan General Beyers again joined 
us, after having done the enemy some harm at 
Boksburg. He addressed us and explained 
his reason for countermanding the attack on 
Krugersdorp. He had told the secret to a few 
of his officers, who made it public property, so 
that the enemy had heard of it and were pre- 
pared for the attack. 

Moreover, a great fault of the burghers had 
come to light at Nooitgedacht — namely, that 
they shirked their duty in their eagerness for 
plunder. He was afraid that if they took the 
town their plundering spirit would get the better 
of them and so give the enemy a chance of 
catching them or putting them to flight. Lastly 
he said that he was going to act in opposition 
to the orders received from the Commandant- 
General, and would send the Zoutpansbergers 
and Waterbergers home that evening, as it was 
impossible for them in their condition to under- 
take any military operations. He himself also 
was going home, but would return after a few 
weeks, as a large commando, led if possible by 
himself, was to invade Cape Colony. 
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Kemp was made fighting General ; the 
Rev. Mr. Kriel left with General Beyers ; 
Klaassen took the place of Kemp, and Lieb- 
enberg was appointed Field - Cornet of our 
commando. 

The return to their homes of the Water- 
bergers and Zoutpansbergers roused a feeling 
of dissatisfaction in us. Owing to the horse- 
sickness in those regions, and the home-sickness 
of the men themselves, we concluded that we 
were not likely to see them again. We also 
thought it would have been better to have 
invaded the Colony long ago, instead of aim- 
lessly wandering about the Hoogeveld as we 
had been doing. In all probability our Generals 
put off the invasion as long as possible because 
many of the men — nearly all the Waterbergers 
and Zoutpansbergers — were against it. Such 
were the difficulties against which our Generals 
had to fight. 

In private, both Kemp and Beyers acknow- 
ledged to me that a march into the Colony was 
strictly necessary. I do not mean to criticise, 
but only to give an idea of the spirit reigning 
among the burghers at that time. 
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CAMPED NEAR TAFELKOP 



GENERAL BEYERS' force was again 
split into small commandos, which it 
was the intention of our officers to join into one 
large force, and so make their way through the 
ranks of the enemy. But this plan was not a 
success, for the enemy were too strong for us. 

The Krugersdorp and Pretoriadorp com- 
mandos one night crossed the railway within 
sight of the khaki camp-lights at Irene Station 
—quite close to our capital, in full view of 
khaki's warning, * No admittance !' We passed 
Zwartkop, crossed Dwarsvlei, and had to turn 
back to the right through Hartleyskloof, as we 
came across a camp of the enemy. We then 
entered the Moot district, dreaded for its 
terrible horse-sickness, and in the beginning of 
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March we arrived at Tafelkop, to the north- 
east of Lichtenburg, near Mabaalstad. 

Once, as I lay resting against my saddle, I 
heard an old Boer telling of the courage and 
hopefulness among the burghers from whom 
he came. They talked of nothing but peace. 
It was their belief that a European Sovereign 
on marriage may make a request which must 
be granted. He may even ask a million 
pounds or somebody's head, and cannot be 
refused. So, they said, Queen Wilhelmina had 
risen to make her speech at her wedding, and 
had requested absolute independence for the 
Republics. The Kings and Princes were 
against it, but could not break the old custom, 
and therefore peace would soon reign over 
our country. But such talk of 'peace' was 
an exception, not the rule. After the terrible 
experience of the last months, we had become 
resigned to our fate, and did not try to antici- 
pate the future. We knew that we must fight 
with courage and energy, and the rest we left 
in God's hands. We had ceased to be curious 
about the plans of our Generals, which were 
never made known to us. Exhausted in body 
and spirit, we took no account of time. It 

XI — 2 
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was all one to us whether it were morning, 
noon or night ; whether we had to march one, 
two, or three hours longer; whether we had 
to march at all, or to remain where we were. 
But we were not demoralized, not unnerved. 
An overworked horse allows himself to be 
caught and ill-treated afresh. The enemy had 
only to fire at us to rouse our slumbering 
energy, for we suffered voluntarily, and were 
a support to each other, because of our firm 
conviction that we were giving our lives for 
the sake of our independence. 

It rained when we arrived at Tafelkop, and 
when we had been there a week it still rained. 
The only clothes we possessed were beginning 
to rot on our bodies. Some of the burghers 
had a change of clothes on the trolleys ; others 
made themselves trousers of their many-coloured 
blankets, in which they cut a remarkable 
figure. Others, again, were in tatters, and 
had to disappear on the few occasions that 
any lady visited us. Most of the men had no 
mackintoshes, but always looked forward to the 
sunshine that was sure to follow a heavy 
shower. But if the rain continued, we made 
huts of grass, or clubbed together in the few 
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remaining tents, or if there happened to be 
an unburned farmhouse, we made for that. 

When the rain continued at Tafelkop, and 
our limbs became stiffened with the cold, some 
of us went to an outhouse belonging to a 
neighbouring farm to seek shelter. During 
the day we sat there in our wet clothes staring 
dismally out into the rain. At night we tried 
to warm our naked bodies by covering ourselves 
with the dirty wool that happened to be lying 
thert. All the outhouses in the neighbourhood 
were crowded with armed burghers in tatters. 
On the eighth day, when the welcome sun 
made its appearance once more, our clothes 
were still dripping. 

Lately we had had fruit as a substitute for 
sugar ; but the fruit season was over now, and 
we had to go back to meat and mealie-porridge, 
or mealie-porridge and meat. 

In the Moot our horses died in such numbers 
— particularly the ' unsalted ' mares — that many 
of our men had to walk. On March 10 my 
faithful brown pony Steenbok died of horse- 
sickness. For over a year he had carried me 
through thick and thin, and I could not bear 
to see his suffering. A few weeks later we got 
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another lot of horses ; I will not mention how, 
as the information might fall into the hands of 
the enemy. The people who still lived on 
their farms often told us that the few remaining 
fowls instinctively recognised khaki as an 
enemy, and made for the hedges and shrubs 
whenever they caught sight of him. So here, 
also, Nature looked after the survival of the 
species. The cows taken by the enemy also 
made their way back to their calves that khaki 
stupidly left behind, and so the little children 
could again have milk. Even the bees were 
not left undisturbed ; but the bee is an enemy 
of any nasty-smelling thing, and therefore the 
dirty, perspiring khakies got many a sting, and 
the honey usually remained in the hives. 

The enemy probably thought that we were 
helpless in our poverty. But a Boer is not 
easily made helpless. We patched our own 
shoes and carried the lasts about with us. 
Horseshoes and nails we made from the tires 
of wheels and telegraph-wires. Instead of 
matches we used two stones. When the enemy 
have burned and destroyed all our corn-mills, we 
will still have coflfee-mills, and when those are 
gone we will do as the Kaffirs do, and grind 



CAMPED NEAR TAFELKOP 167 

our corn between two stones — and crushed 
and roasted maize is very good to eat. 

The old Voortrekkers wore trousers made 
of untanned hide. We can do the same if 
khaki does not supply us with sufficient clothes. 
Our wives and children and our exiled men we 
cannot get out of khaki's hands, and that is the 
greatest difficulty in our way. 

One of the greatest advantages we have 
over the enemy is that we are among friends, 
and can move about in small troops without 
having to depend on a base of operations, 
whereas they do well not to divide themselves 
in too small groups, or to venture too far from 
their base — even in large numbers. 

The services in our camp were held by the 
Rev. Mr. Maud6 — a man who kept the courage 
and the moral sense of the burghers up to the 
mark with his meek Christian spirit. He also 
formed the debating club that was such a 
welcome recreation to us. We often thought 
that the enemy would be surprised if they could 
know of the debates we had — for instance, * Must 
the ** hands- uppers" be allowed to vote after the 
war is over ?' * Must the Kaffirs or natives 
have more rights ?* 'Is intervention advisable 
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under the circumstances ?* etc. The men in the 
neighbourhood of Tafelkop were mostly * hands- 
uppers,* so we confiscated their property, aiid 
their grain and cattle we took for the use of the 
lager, but we always left sufficient for the use 
of the women and children. The future of 
a farm on which a lager had camped for some 
time was dark indeed, for even the grain in the 
fields was destroyed by the demon of war. If 
the owner of the farm were not a * hands-upper,' 
our officers usually succeeded in preventing the 
destruction. Sometimes the pulling up of the 
fencing was inevitable, as we were so short of 
fuel. The Boer women were sometimes forced 
to accept the protection of the enemy, after their 
farms and property had been destroyed by 
friend and enemy alike. 

The negotiation of February 7, between 
Kitchener and Louis Botha, was read out to us 
at Tafelkop. The burghers were unanimous 
in condemnation of Kitchener s conditions, and 
were fully satisfied with Botha's short, vigorous 
answer. Had we indeed fought so long and so 
fiercely only to become an English colony, and 
not to be allowed to carry arms unless we 
had a license? And for the Kaffirs to be 
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eventually allowed to vote ? The men who 
were attached to their families and farms, but 
preferred losing all to becoming * hands-uppers/ 
were unanimous in declaring Kitchener's condi- 
tions unacceptable, and all were ready to fight 
to the bitter end. We often spoke of the 
terrible suffering of our women and children 
in the refugee camps, and sometimes doubted 
whether it were not better for their sakes to 
give in. We did not know whether patriotism 
were worth the shedding of so much innocent 
blood. It cost us more than we can tell to 
remain firm and brave in our undertaking. 

At that time we also heard of De Wet s 
retreat from Cape Colony, but not officially. 
It was broken to us gently, and at first as if he 
had been successful, so that we all thought peace 
was to follow soon. 

How we rejoiced ! 

But a few days later De Wet's official report 
was read out to us, and then our courage sank 
indeed. What was the good of our fighting if 
the Colony would not help us ? 

The disappointment was not great enough to 
make us lay down our arms, but we knew it 
would be many a long day before peace was in 
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the land. How long should we still be chased 
from place to place ? When would there be 
rest for our exhausted bodies? And how we 
longed for our dear ones, if only we should find 
them alive ! 
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CONCLUSION 

BATTLE OF STOMPIES — IN THE HANDS OF THE 

ENEMY 

WE Stayed fully three weeks at Tafelkop. 
I was appointed commissary of the 
Krugersdorp commando, and rode round to all 
the farms to procure the needful for our com- 
mando. As General De la Rey had been 
camping close by at Rietfontein for some time, 
there was not much left to commandeer, unless 
we deprived the women whose husbands were 
in the veld of the necessaries of life. 

Our lager was moved from Tafelkop to Riet- 
pan, from whence a few hundred of our horse- 
men started with some guns and a few trolleys 
for Groot Kafiferkraal, in Hartbeestfontein 
district. General De la Rey had come over to 
organize the expedition in person, and accom- 
panied General Kemp. I went with a man 
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called Jooste to the neighbourhood of Lichten- 
berg and Klein Kafferkraal to commandeer 
cattle. There I heard many tales of the 
enemy's behaviour as they passed through a 
week before. 

For some reason or other the houses there 
had not been burnt, perhaps owing to the verbal 
negotiation between Botha and Kitchener. I 
know of only one house that was burned down 
there. That was the finest house in the neigh- 
bourhood and belonged to Willem Basson. 
Mrs. Basson herself told me how it happened. 
Her husband had fled with the cattle when the 
enemy came along. The soldiers asked her for 
money. They said such a fine house must con- 
tain a great deal of money, and when she 
refused they became most impertinent. The 
finding of a packet of dynamite in the coach- 
house afforded a fine excuse. The dynamite was 
used by Basson for the making of wells. On 
finding the packet they shouted * Hurrah!' and 
rushed off with it to the camp close to the 
house. They came back after a while and 
stormed the house, smashing the windows with 
stones. Truly a heroic storming of a fortress 
held by women 1 They destroyed everything 
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in the house, and the women and children were 
obliged to flee to Mrs. Scheffers at Klein 
Kafferkraal, where I met them. 

We know of many cases of cruelty and 
violence, cases that have roused us to a passion 
of hatred. 

I do not believe that the cases of violence, 
which are not spoken of because of the horror, are 
tolerated by the military authorities, who are pro- 
bably ignorant of them. One can understand 
that the worst were committed by isolated patrols 
who could give free vent to their evil passions. 
We cannot always hold the chief officers respon- 
sible for acts committed by individual soldiers, 
neither are our officers responsible for the un- 
lawful acts of individuals on our side. But if 
the English, with their national pride and obsti- 
nacy, deny these acts of violence, we can give 
them sufficient proof of more cases than one. 

I was not present when the Krugersdorpers 
attacked Babingtons force near Lensden- 
plaats, in the neighbourhood of Groot Kaffer- 
kraal. But the following morning, when they 
were retreating, I joined them with some 
cattle, and was present at the Battle of Stom- 
pies. The night before the battle I heard De 
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la Rey's order given to Kemp to march his 
men at four o'clock the following morning in 
the direction of the enemy. He was told to 
retreat fighting, in case the enemy attacked, so 
as to give our reinforcements an opportunity of 
attacking in the rear. Kemp ordered the lager, 
or, rather, the few waggons, to retire to Boden- 
stein's farm the following morning. 

While we were busy inspanning we heard 
the enemy's bomb - Maxim, and before the 
waggons had forded the dangerous drift of the 
donga near Bodenstein's farm the bullets flew 
over our heads from the bult behind us. The 
women fled into the house and the burghers 
retreated as fast as they could. The enemy 
had surrounded us in the night, and each 
burgher had to do his utmost to escape from 
out of the half-circle. The few who stayed 
behind to defend the guns were soon obliged 
to fly after the rest, and to abandon one gun 
still on the other side of the drift. The others 
might have been saved if the women's lager 
had not impeded their flight by obstructing 
the way. 

We retreated to Vetpan. Those of the 
burghers who retreated more to the right in 
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the direction of Stompies were the best off, as 
the right wing of the enemy had to be on its 
guard not to enter the wood there. The 
enemy fired at us from horseback to enhance 
our panic, which was clever of them, as it was 
impossible for us to turn in any direction. My 
horse was overworked, and had changed its 
pace into a heavy gallop, a sure sign that it 
would not last much longer. When I looked 
round, I saw a few khakies riding on ahead, 
making our burghers 'hands -up.' Fortu- 
nately, someone released a spare horse; I 
mounted it without a saddle and made good 
my escape, but was incapable of riding for 
several days after. 

Our men made no attempt to check the 
enemy's progress. They all fled, each one 
bent on saving himself. A Boer, if once he 
flies, is not easily turned aside. But it must 
be remembered that our horses were terribly 
overworked. They had to live on nothing but 
grass, and very little of that. We all also 
recognised the impossibility of checking the 
enemy, as we ran the risk of shooting our own 
men and women ; so our only chance lay in 
flight. 
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The horses of the enemy were soon 'done 
up,' and they had to satisfy themselves with 
our guns — two large ones that we had taken 
from them at Colenso, a damaged bomb- Maxim 
and several smaller ones. They took 136 
prisoners, among whom were Lieutenant 
Odendaal, 32 artillerists, 13 burghers, and for 
the rest women and children and some big, full- 
grown cowardly men who were in the habit 
of fleeing with the women and children. The 
greater part of the women's lager fell into their 
hands. The few waggons of Generals Smuts 
and Kemp that they captured were of no im- 
portance. Jooste and Malherbe were also 
taken prisoners. 

I rode with General De la Rey to Tafelkop, 
where our lager was stationed. In a week's 
time I was back again at Stompies. I had 
been there scarcely an hour, when the tidings 
came that the enemy were camped on Willem 
Basson's farm. The following morning before 
daybreak I was on my way to Rietfontein. 
There, too, I had been only about an hour, 
when another column came down upon me from 
the direction of Ventersdorp, I fled to Tivee 
Buffelgeschiet with two boiled mealies and 
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a piece of meat in my hands. Before I reached 
that farm, half an hour s ride, my horse was 
done up. I crept behind an ant-hill and pre- 
pared to defend myself against four scouts who 
seemed to be coming straight towards me. 
Suddenly, however, they turned off in the 
direction of their main-guard, because, as I 
afterwards heard, they were threatened by 
eight of our scouts. 

But the khakies were nearing me, and I was 
obliged to lead my horse into a mealie-veld 
and to lie down full length in the rain. They 
did not appear, however, and I concluded that 
they had camped at Rietfontein, so I walked 
my horse to the farm of Mrs. Jansen, one of 
the few hospitable women in that sparsely 
inhabited country. She hastily informed me 
that the khakies had been there. 

The eight burghers soon returned, among 

them a young man who was nursing a wounded 

man on the farm. In the night we went into 

the veld with a small brother of his, who rode 

a mule, and returned in the morning to watch 

the enemy's movements from the roof of the 

house. My horse was so ill with horse-sickness 

that it shook under me. The enemy suddenly 
12 
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appeared on the long bult (hill) along which I 
had come the day before. I carried my saddle 
into the house and fled into the veld. From 
behind an ant-hill I watched the enemy shooting 
my poor sick horse. They passed by me 
several times, but at last I was discovered, and 
had to give up my beloved Mauser without a 
chance of defending myself. My two com- 
panions escaped. This happened on April 3, 
1901. 

Fortunately, I fell into the hands of decent 
khakies who did not insist on examining my old 
veld-shoes that I was using as a money-box, 
so I was able to keep my precious four pounds. 
They took from me only a few trifles by way 
of curiosities, and said I was sure to be robbed 
of them sooner or later by the soldiers in the 
camp. I was told that I could congratulate 
myself that I was made prisoner, as many 
columns were coming down upon us from all 
directions, so that we would be obliged to 
surrender that very day. I answered that the 
war had given sufficient proof that their ex- 
pectations were not always realized. 

When the officers of the guard were told 
that I was taken under arms, a curt order was 
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given to ' Let him walk/ When I protested, 
and pointed out that I was a prisoner of war 
and not a criminal, I was treated with con- 
sideration as an ordinary soldier. I was taken 
by Babington's force. 

The following day the waggon lager arrived 
at Tafelkop, and the cavalry that had been 
sent on to capture our lager joined the camp 
minus any prisoners. When the enemy's 
lager arrived at Potchefstroom a week later, 
it brought along seventeen or eighteen * hands- 
uppers,* one ambulance doctor, several families, 
and one prisoner of war. Six of the * hands- 
uppers ' told me that the whole month we were 
camped at Tafelkop they had hidden from us 
in their bedrooms so as not to be obliged to 
break their oath of neutrality. 

I came across an old acquaintance of mine 
in the lager — Phister, who had served under 
Commandant Boshoff. I knew that he had 
been wounded in the leg at the Battle of 
Stompies and taken by our men to Rietpan. 
On the trek from Ventersdorp to Potchefstroom 
I discovered him lying on his back in the 
blazing sun on an open trolley, near to Potchef- 
stroom ; he shouted to me that he had had 
12 — 2 
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nothing to eat during the whole of the eighteen 
hours' trek. 

In Potchefstroom our trolley, with the twelve 
' hands-uppers/ the ambulance doctor, and my- 
self, was sent in the direction of the prison. 
People came towards us from all directions. 
Some women called out to us : ' Why were 
you so stupid as to let yourselves be caught ?' 
Others inquired, weeping, after husbands and 
sons. 

When we got to the prison I alone was 
detained, and had the disagreeable experience 
of being locked up. The ambulance doctor 
was dismissed, as he was * Not guilty ' ; and 
the * hands-uppers ' were taken to the refugee 
camp. 

The treatment that the prisoners of war 
receive varies, and depends very much on the 
prisoners themselves and on the men into 
whose hands they fall. I was allowed to see 
my mother and sister, who obtained a pass to 
come from Pretoria to see me. But I have 
seen the guards roughly send away weeping 
women who were begging to be allowed a few 
words only with their dear ones. 
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At Elandsfontein Station the Transvaal 
colours worn by some of the prisoners of war 
were taken away by force. On the long 
journey to Ladysmith we were packed like 
herrings in open trucks, with insufficient cover- 
ing for the cold nights. 

The Ladysmith camp contained chiefly 
burghers who had been * tamed ' by the enemy, 
and were ready to take the oath of allegiance. 
They were well treated. 

On April 3 I was taken prisoner, and on 
May 6 I was on board the Manila^ together 
with 490 other prisoners of war, on our way 
to India. 

The burghers, accustomed to a free, inde- 
pendent life, suffered horribly from want of 
space and insufficient and bad food. They 
could not get over the idea of having to appear 
twice daily for the roll-call, although there 
was no escape possible. But their sense of 
humour did not suffer. 

Our burghers acknowledge that travelling 
is an education in itself, but they one and all 
prefer travelling as free men — first or second 
class — and they even prefer the high walls and 
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limited space of the fortress to being a prisoner- 
of-war passenger on board the steamer. 

The long, galvanized - iron bungalows in 
which we live here have zinc roofs to guard 
against the heat of the tropical sun, but at 
any rate the wind can blow through the open- 
ings on either side. The burghers are kept 
alive and in pretty good health by an extremely 
temperate manner of life. Once a week they 
are taken by a strong guard for a walk an hour 
beyond the fort. They never get out on 
parole. As far as we are concerned, they might 
even take cannon along with them to guard us, 
if only tbey would take us out oftener. 

Here, too, the moral tone of the burghers 
is kept up by religious services, and by the 
great devotion of the Rev. Mr. Viljoen, clergy- 
man of Reitz, in the Orange Free State, who 
is a fellow-prisoner of ours. The gaiety is 
kept up by sports and by the companionship 
of many children. The sorrow is enhanced by 
the presence of many gray-headed old men 
and by sad and heart - breaking tidings. 
* Guard, is there any news this morning ?* 

We are grieving with the grief of the exile, 
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but we are waiting patiently, and hoping still 
that a dove will bring us a branch with our 
colours — Orange, green, red, white and blue : 
peace and independence. 



THE END 
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THE COMPLETE WORKS OF CHARLES LAMB. Edited 

by E. V. Lucas. With numeioas Ulustrations. In Seven Volumes. 

Demy %fvo, 7^. 6</. each. 

This new editkm of th« works of Charle and Mary Lamb, in five volumes (to be 
followed b^ two volumes containing the LettersX will oe found to contain a 
large quantity of new matter both in prose and verse — several thousand words in 
alL Mr. E. V. Lucas, the editor, has attempted in the notes, not only to relate 
Lamb's writings to his life, but to account lot all his quotations and allusions — 
an ideal of thoroughness far superior to any that previous editors have set before 
themselves. A Life of Lamb by Mr. Locas will follow next y«ar. 

THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF OLIVER CROMWELL. 

By Thomas Carlylb. With an Introdnction by C. H. Firth, 

M.A., and Notes and Appendices by Mrs. S. C. Lomas. Three 

Volumes, 6s, ecuh, [Methuen^s Standard Library, 

This edition is brought up to the standard of modem scholarship by the addition of 
numerous new letters of Cromwell, and by the correction of many errors which 
recent research has discovered. 

CRITICAL AND HISTORICAL ESSAYS. By Lord 
Macaulay. Edited by F. C. Montague, M.A. Three Volumes, 
Crown %r>o, 6s, each, [Methuen^s Standard Libretry, 

The only edition of this book completely annotated. 

IN MEMORIAM, MAUD, AND THE PRINCESS. Edited 
by J. Cuu&TON Collins, M.A. Crown %vo. 6s, 

[Methuen^s Standard Library, 

THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. By Thomas Carlyle. 
Edited by C R. L. Flbtcher, Fellow of Magdalen College, Oxford. 
Thru Volunus, Crown Svo, 6s, each, 

[Methuen^s Siandard Library, 
This edition is magnificently equipped with notes. 

LORD STRATHCONA: The Story of His Life. By 
Bbckles Willson. Illustrated. Demy Svo. ^s, 6d, 

DAVID COPPERFIELD. With Introduction by George 
GissiNG, Notes by F. G. Kitton, and Illustrations by E. H. 
New. Th/o Volumes, Crown Svo. y,6deach. 

[ The /Rochester Dichens. 

ROBERT HARLEY, EARL OF OXFORD. By E. S. ROSCOE. 
Illustrated. Demy Svo. *fs, 64* 



Messrs. Methuen's Announcements 3 

SIR WALTER RALEIGH. By Miss J; A. Taylor. With 
13 lUufitvations. Clothe 3;. 6d, ; katk^r^ 4s, net, 

[Litth fiipgrqphUf* 

CHATHAM. By A. S. M'Dowall, With 12 Illustrations. 
Cht^i y, 6^. / leather^ \s» net, [Little Biographies, 

THE YOUNG PRETENDER. By C. S. Terry. With 12 
Illustrations. Chth^ 3;. 6d, ; iMikery 41. net, [Little Biographies, 

THE LIFE OF LORD TENNYSON. By A. C. Benson, M.A. 
With 12 Illustrations. Cloth^ y, 6d, ; leather, 41. net, 

[Little Biagraphies, 

ERASMUS. ByE.F.H.CAP£Y,M.A. With Ulustrations; CMh^ 
3x. (id, ; leather^ 41 net, [Little Biegmphus, 

CHRISTMAS BOOKS. By W. AJ. THACKjaiAY, Edited by 
Stephen Gwynn. Pott $vOj cloth, is, 6d, net; leather, 2s, 6d, net, 

[ The Little Library, 

ESMOND. By W. M. Thackeray. Edited by Stephen 

Gwynn. tW Volumes, Pott ^0, cloth, is, 6d, net ; leather, 21. 6d, 
net, [The Little Library, 

CHRISTMAS BOOKS. By Charles Dickens. Edited by 
Stbphen Gwynn; Two Volumes, Pott Svo, cloth, is, 6d, net; 
leather, 2s. 6^. fieti [The Liiile Library^ 

THE INGOLDSBY LEGENDS. Edited by J. B. Atlay, 
Two Volumes, Pott Svo, cloth, is, 6d, net; leather, 2s, 6d, net, 

[The Little Library, 

A LITTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH SONNETS. Edited by 
J. B. B. Nichols. Pott %vo, cloth, is, 6d, net; leather^ 2s, 6d, net, 

[The Little Library, 

THE SCARLET LETTER. By Nathaniel Hawthorne. 
Pott Svo, cloth, IS, 6d, net ; leather, 2s, 6d, net, 

[The Little Library, 

THE INHERITANCE. By Susan Ferrier. Two Volumes, 
Pott Svo, cloth, IS, 6d, net; father, 2s, 6d. net, 

[ The Little Library, 

HERTFORDSHIRE. By H. W. Tompkins. Illustrated by 
E. H. New. Pott^vo, cloth, y,; leather, y, 6d, net. 

[The Little Guides. 

CORNWALL. By A. L. 6au«ON. Illustrated by B: C. 
BOVLTSR. PktZvd, cloth, 3x.; Utther, y: Cd, nft, ' 

[The Little Cuides, 
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KENT. By G. CuNCH. Illustrnted by F* P. Bedford. 

Pott 8tw, clM^ 3^. ; Ua$kirt 3f. ^net. [TJke LittU Guides. 

BRITTANY. By S. Baring Gould. Illustrated by Miss J. 
Wylib. Pott SnfO^ chtAj y, ; ieatk$r^ y, 6cL mt. 

[The IMtU Guides. 

THE ENGLISH LAKES. By F. G. Brabant, M.A. lUus- 
tfftted by E. H. Nbw. Pott %oo^ cloth 31. ; leather, 31. 6d. net* 

[The LUtU Guides. 

DIE CHRONIK VON MOREA. Edited by J. Schmitt. 
Deu^ %uo. net, [Byzantine Texts. 

MY LIFE ON COMMANDO. By D. S. van Warmelo. With 
Portrait. Crown Zvo. y 6d, 

THE HEART OF JAPAN. By C. L. Brownell. Illustrated. 
Crown ovo. ox. 
A Uvdy description of Japan and the Japanese. 

THE LAND OF THE BLACK MOUNTAIN. Being a de- 
8cription of Montenegro. By R. Wyon and G. Prancb. With 40 
Illustrations. Crottm Zvo, ox. 

A KEY TO THE TIME ALLUSIONS IN THE DIVINE 
COMEDY. By G. Pradeau. With a Dial. Small quarto. $s. 6d. 

THE STRUGGLE FOR PERSIA. By Captain Donald 
Stdart. With a Map. Crown %vo. 6^. 

THE VISIT TO LONDON. Described in verse by E. V. 

LucASy and in coloured pictures by F. D. Bedford. Small i^o. 6x. 

This charming book describes the introduction of a country child to the delights and 
si[^ts of London. It is the restUt of a wefll*known partnership between autlutf and 
artist. 

LEAVES FROM A GARDEN BOOK. By H. M. Batson. 
Illustrated by F. Carrutkers Gouu> and A. C. Gould. 
Demy Svo, los, 6d, 

MODERN SPIRITUALISM. By Frank Podmore. Two 

Volumes, $vo, 2 if. net. 
A History and a Criticism. 

ANCIENT COFFERS AND CUPBOARDS : Their History 
AND Description. With many Ilinstrations. By Fred Roe. 
Quarto, £3$ y* »^'« 

THE INNER AND MIDDLE TEMPLE. By H. H. L. 

BxLLOT, M. A. With numerous lUustsatioas. Cmm 8«w. 6r. net. 

This book as not only, a historr of the Temal^ and of it% nafvy associations, 
but- it is also a caide to its buildings. It is full of interesting anecdotes, and is 
ahtmdantly illustrated. 
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the autobiography of a newspaper girl, by 

E. L. Banks. Witbi Portrait of the Author. Crown Zvo, 6s, 

BISHOP WILSON'S SACRA PRIVATA. Edited by A. E. 

Burn, B.D» Paft Svo, clot A, 2s, ; IccUher^ 2s, 6d. net, 

[The Library of Devotion, 

THE DEVOTIONS OF ST. ANSELM. Edited by C. C. J. 
Webb, M. A. Pott Sw, c/otA, 2s, ; leather^ 2s, 6d, net, 

\The Library of Devotion, 

THE DEVOTIONS OF BISHOP ANDREWES. By F. E. 
Brightman, M.A., of Pusey House, Oxford. Crown Zvo, 6s, 



This elaborate work has been in preparation for many years, and is the most com* 
plete edition that has ever been published of the famous devotions. It contains a 
long Introduction, with numerous Notes and References. 



COMPARATIVE THEOLOGY. BY J. A. MaccullocH. 
Croton Zvo, 6s, [The Churchman^ Library, 

Educational Books 

EASY DICTATION AND SPELLING. By W. Williamson, 
B.A., Headmaster of the West Kent Grammar School, Brockley. 
Fcap, Zvo, IS, 

THE ROSE READER. By Edward Rose. With Four 
coloured and other Illustrations. Crown Zvo, 2s, 6d, And in ^ 
Parts, Parts i. and XL, 6^. each ; Part lii., &i ; Part ly., lO^T. 

JUNIOR ENGLISH EXAMmATION PAPERS. By 
W. Williamson, B.A., Headmaster West Kent Grammar 
School, Brockley. Fcap, Zvo, is. [Junior Examination Series, 

JUNIOR ARITHMETIC EXAMINATION PAPERS. By 
W. S. Beard, Headmaster Modern School, Fareham. Pcap, Zvo, 
is, [Junior Examination Series, 

THE ACTS OF THE APOSTLES. Edited by A. E. RUBIB, 
M.A,, Headmaster Royal Naval School, Elthain. Crown Zvo, 2s, 

[Methuen^s Junior School Booksm 

THE GOSPEL ACCORDING TO ST. LUKE. Edited by 
W. Williamson, B.A^, Headmaster of the West Kent Grammar 
School, Brockley. CrownZvo. is, 6d, [Methuen^s Junior School Books, 

A JUNIOR FRENCH GRAMMAR. By L. A. Sornjet and 
M. J. AcATOSy Modem Language Masters at King Edward's School, 
Birmingham. [MethuetC s Junior School Books. 

THE STUDENTS' PRAYER BOOK. Part L Morning 
AND Evbninq PRAYBVt AND LiTANY. Edited by W, . IL 
Flbcker, M. a, LL.D., Headmaster of the Dean Close School, 
Cheltenham. Crown Svo, 2s, 6d, 
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A JUNIOR CHEMISTRY. By £. A Tyler, B.A, F.C.S., 

Scienoe Master at Fntmtingham College. With 73 Illustrations. 

JUNIOR ALGEBRA EXAMINATION PAPERS. Crtnvn 

ebe Xittle JSlne JSooto fi^t abildrcn 

Edited by E. V. LuCAS. 

IllustrtUtdi Square Fcap. %vo, . zs, 6d. 

Mcsank Mbtuusn are publishing a series of childrea's books under 
the above general title. The aim of the editor is to get entertaining or 
exciting stories about normal children, the moral of which is implied 
rather than expressed. The books are reproduced in a somewhat unusual 
form, which has a certain churm of its own. The new volumes are : 

A SCHOOL YEAR. By Netta Syrett. 

THE PEELES AT THE CAPITAL. By T. Hilbert, 

THE TREASURE OF PRINCEGATE PRIORY. By T. Cobb. 



Fiction 

TEMPORAL POWER ; A Study in Supremacy. By Marie 

CORELLI. Crown Svo. 6x. 
THE SEA LADY. By H. G. Wells. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

A FIVE YEARS' TRYST AND OTHER STORIES. By Sir 

Walter Besant. Crown Svc. 6j. 

THE HOLE IN THE WALL, By Arthur Morrison, 

Author of * A Child of the Jago,' etc. Crown 8w. 6s, 

OLIVIA'S SUMMER. By Mrs. M. E. Mann, Author of 'The 
Patten Experiment.' Crown Svo» 6s, 

A BAYARD FROM BENGAL. By F. Anstey, Author of * Vice 
Versl* Illustrated by Bernard Partridge. Crown 8w. y. 6d, 

A VOLUME OF STORIES. By*Q.' Crown Zvo, 6s, 

THE RIVER. By Eden Phillpotts. Crown Zvo 6s. 

A ROMAN MYSTERY. By RlcHARl> Bagot. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

J AIR THE APOSTATE. By A, G. Hales, Crown Zvo. 6s, 

FELIX. By R. Hichens, Author of 'Flames,' etc. Crown 
Zvo. 6s. 

CHILDREN OF THE BUSH. By Harry Lawson* , Crown 
Zvo, 6s. 

THE FOtJNDING OF FORTUNES* , By Jane Barlow. 

Author of 'Irish Idylls.' Crown Zvo, 6s. ' 
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the credit of the county. by w. e. norris. 

Crown %vo, dr. 
HONEY. By Helen Mathers, Author of *Comin' thro' the 
Rye.' Crown ^0. 6s. 

HOLY MATRIMONY. By Dorothea Gerard, Author of 

* Lady Baby.* Crown 8w. 6s, 

MISS QUILLET. By S. Baring-Gould, Author of * Mchalah.' 
Crown Svo, 6s, 

BARBARA'S MONEY. By Adeline Sergeant, Author of 

* The Story of a Penitent Soul.' Crown Bvo, 6s, 

JIM TWELVES. By W. F. Shannon, Author of *The Mess 
Deck. ' Crown Svo, ^s. 6d. 

THE ADVENTURES OF SIR JOHN SPARROW. By 
Harold Bbgbie. Crown Svo, 6s, 

THE FATE OF VALSEC. By J. Bloundelle Burton. 
Crown Sifo, 6s, 

PAPA. By Mrs. C. N. Williamson, Author of *The Barn- 
stormers.' Crown Svo, 6s, 

MRS. CLYDE. By JULIEN GORDON. Crown Svo, 6s* 

THE BRANDED PRINCE. By Weatherby Chesney, 
Author of 'John Topp, Pirate,* Crown Stw* 6s, 

A PRINCESS OF THE HILLS. By Mrs. Burton Harrison. 

Crown Svo, 6s, 

THE TWICKENHAM PEERAGE. By RICHARD Marshj 
Author of * The Beetle. ' Crown ^o, 6s, 

THE PUPPET CROWN. By HAROLD Macgrath. Crown 
Svo, 6s, 

WITH ESSEX IN IRELAND. By the Hon. Emily Law- 
LESS. Cheaper Edition* Crown Svo, 6s* 
A cheaper edition of a bo«k which won considerable popularity in a more Expensive 
form tome years ago. 

WASTED FIRES. By HUME Nisbet. Crown Svo. 6s. 

THE INCA*S TREASURE. By Ernest GLAIfYlLLfi, 
Crown Svo, 31. 6d, 

Ube flopcllst 

Messrs. Mbthukn are issuing tinder the ahove general title a Monthly 
Series of Novels by popular authors at the price of Sixpence. EMch 
Number is as long as the average Six Shilling Novel. 

No. XXXII. THE KLOOF BRIDE. By Ernest Glanviua; 

/Dctbucn'0 Siipcnitfi Xibrarj 

THE MILL ON THE FLOSS. By George Euot* 
PETER SIMPLE. By Captain Marryat. 
MARY BARTON. By Mr& Gaskell. 
PRIDE AND PREJUDICE. By Jane AvsTEN. 
JACOB FAITHFUL. By Captain Marryat. 
SHIRLEY. By Charlotte BrontS. 



A CATALOGUE OF 



Messrs. Methuen^s 

PUBLICATIONS 



Part I. — General Literature 



JaMbAblWt. THE BEECHNUT BOOK. 
Edited by £. V. Lucas. Illustrated. 
Sfumrg Fcap Zvo, as. 6d. 

[Little Blue Books. 

W. P. Adeney, M.A. See Bennett and 
Adeney. 

JBMhTlllS. AGAMEMNON, CHOEPHO. 
ROl£, EUMKNIDES. Translated by 
Lbwis Cami*bbll, LLkD., late Professor of 
Greek at St. Andrews. 5^. 

tCUuical Tr*iislatk>ns. 

a.A.AitkML SeeSwift 

WUllam Alezandmr, D.D., Archbishop of 
Armagh. THOUGHTS AND COUN- 
SELS OF MANY YEARS. Selected 
from the writings of Archbishop AlxX' 
ANDBK. Squart Pfftt 8sv. ax. 6d, 

St. Assdxn, THE DEVOTIONS OF. 
Edited by C. C J. Wbbb, M.A. Pott 8tv. 
CUik^ 9t. ; Itatkir, 9*, 6d. mtt. 

[Library of Devotion. 

AxifltophailML THE FROGS. Translated 
into English by £. W. Huntinoforo. M. A. , 
Professor of Classics in Trinity College, 
Toronto^ Cr^um Biw. as, 6d, 

Aristotle. THE NICOMACHBAN 
ETHICS. Edited, with an Introduction 
and 2fotes; by John Buknbt, M.A.» Pro- 
fessor of Greek at St. Andrews. Demy 8xv. 
zjr. ntU 

'We have sddom, if ever, seen an edition 
of any dasucal author in which what is held 
in common with other commentators is so 
clearly and shortly fmt. and what is original 
is (with equal brevity) of such value and 
interest. * — PUot* 

J. B. AtUlU. THE RELIEF OF LADY- 
SMITH. With x6 Plans and lUustratioils. 
Third Edition, Crwm Biv. ^ . 



St. Atunstilld, THE CONFESSIONS OF. 
Newly Translated, with an Introduction 
and Notes, by C Bigg, D.D., late Student 
of Christ Church. Third Edition. Pott 
SvA Cioth^ 2s ; Uatherj as. td, net, 

[Library of Devotion. 

' The translation Is an excellent piece of 
English, and the introduction is a masterlv 
exposition* We augurwell of a series which 
begins so satisfactwily.' — Times, 

Jane Aiutexi. pride and preju- 
dice. Edited by £. V. Lucas. . Two 
Volumes. Pott Zvo. Each volume^ clotkf 
IS. 6d.; Uather^ 2s. 6d, net. [Little Library. 

NORTHANGER ABBEY. Edited by E. 
V.Ldcas. PottZvo. Cloth, js.6d.: leather, 
as. 6d. nst. [Little Lilwary. 

Conitance Bache. BROTHER musi- 
cians. Reminiscences of Edward and 
Walter Bache. With x6 Illustrations. 
Crown Bvo, 6s. net. 

JL 8. B. Baden-POWBU, Major-General. 
THE DOWNFALL OF PREMPEH. A 
Diary of Life in Ashantij 1895. With sz 
Illustrations and a Map. Third Edition. 
Lesrg^ Crown Zvo. 6s. 

THE MATABELE CAMPAIGN, 1896. 
With nearly zoo Illustrations. Pourth and 
Chea/er Edition. Large Crown Zvo, 6s, 

GiEliaia Balfour, the life of 

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. Second 
Edition. Two Volumes. Demy Zvo, a^s. 
neL 

* The biographer has peiformed his labour 
of love with exemplary skill, with unfailing 
^ood taste, and with an enthusiastic admira- 
tion for the genius of the writer and a whole- 
souled affection for the man.'— 

Daify Tel^gra^h, 

^ 'The story has all the chatte of a revela- 
tion. It is written with admirable taste aod 
simplicity. '-^Pall Mall GaiSft$e, 
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Mr. Bftlibttr has done his work extremely 
well — done it, m fact, as Stevenson himself 
would have wished it done, with care and 
skill and affectionate appreciation. His 
own personal tribute in the last chai>ter of 
the second volume is an admirable piece of 
writing, the tribute of a relative and admirer, 
but none the less faithful and discermns.'-^ 
WtsimiKster Gautte, 

S. Baring-Gould, Author of < Mehalah,' etc. 
THELIFE OF NAPOLEON BONA- 
PARTE. With over 450 Illustrations in 
the Text, and la Photogravure Plates. 
GiU top, Larg€ quarts, 36;. 

'The main feature of this gorgeous 
volume is its great wealth of beautiful 
photogravures apd finely-executed wood 
en^avings, constituting a complete pic- 
torial chronicle of Napoleon I.'s personal 
history.'~2>af^ Telegraph. 

THE TRAGEDY OF THE CiESARS. 
With Quinerous Illustrations from Busts, 
Gems, Cameos, etc. . Fifth Edition, 
RoyiU Ztw, tss, 

'A most splendid and fascinating book 
on a subject of undying mtcrest.^ It is 
brilliantly written, and the illustrations are 
supplied on a scale of profuse magnificence. ' 
-^Daify ChronicU, 

A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES. With 
numerous Illustrations and Initial Letters 
by Arthur J. Gaskin. Second Edition, 
Crown Zvo, Buckram, ts, 

OLD ENGLISH FAIRY TALES. With 
numerous Illustrations by F* D. Bbdpokd. 
Second Edition, Cr. Zvo, Buckram* €f. 
' A charming yKAvaant,*— Guardian, 

THE CROCK OF GOLD. Fairy Stories. 
Crown Bvo. 6s. 

* Twelve delightful fi&iry tales. ^Punch. 

THE VICAR OF MORWENSTOW : A 
Biography. A new and Revised Edition. 
With Portrait. Crown Zvo. y. 6d. 

A completely new edition of the well* 
known biography of R. S. Hawker. 

DARTMOOR: A Descriptive and Historical 
Sketch. With Plans and numerous Illus- 
trations. Crown Zvo, 6s. 

* A most delightful guide, companiMi and 
instructor.' — Scotsman, 

THE BOOK OF THE WEST. With 
numerous Illustrations. Two volumes. 
Vol. I. Devon. Second Edition. Vol. 11. 
Cornwall. Second Edition, Crown Zvo, 
6s, each, 

'Bracing as the air of Dartmoor, the 
legend weird as twilight over Dozmare Pool, 
they p^ve us a very eood idea of this en- 
chanting and beautifufdistrict.'— (7i«ar«//Vtff . 



A BOOK OF BRITTANY. With numerous 
Illustrations. Crown Zvo, 6s, 

Uniform in scope and size with Mr. 
Baring-Gould's well-known books on Devoui 
Cornwall, and Dartmoor. 

OLD COUNTRY LIFE. With^ lUustra- 
tions* Fi/th Edition, ZMrge Cr, Zvo, 6s* 

AN OLD ENGLISH HOME. With numer- 
ous Plans and Illustrations. Cr, Zvo, 6s, 

HISTORIC ODDITIES AND STRANGE 
EVENTS. Fi/th Edition. Cr, Zvo. 6s, 

YORKSHIRE ODDITIES AND 
STRANGE . EVENTS. Fi/th Edition, 
Crown Zvo, 6s, 

STRANGE SURVIVALS AND SUPER- 
STITIONS. Second Editioni. Cr.^o, 6s, 

A GARLAND OF COUNTRY SONG: 
English Folk Songs with their Traditkmal 
Melodies. Collected and arranged by 
S. Baring-Gould and H. F. Shbppard. 
Demy 4/0. 6s, 

SONGS OF THE WEST: Traditional 
. Ballads find Songs of the West of England, 
with their Melodies. Collected by S. 
Baring - Gould, M.A., and H. F. Shbp- 
pard, M.A. la 4 Parts. PdrU /., //., 
///., 3*. eaeh^ Part IV,^ 5*. In One 
Volume J French Morocco ^ \^ 

*A nch collection of humour, pathos, 
graoe,and poetic fancy. *~^aturday Review, 

S. E. Bally. A FRENCH COMMERCIAL 
READER. With Vocabulary. Second 
Edition, Crown 8c^, ar. . 

[Commercial Series. 

FRENCH COMMERCIAL CORRE- 
SPONDENCE. WithVocabula^. Third 
Edition, Crown Zvo, u, 

[C<«u*«rcial Series. 

A GERMAN COMMERCIAL READER. 
With Vocabulary. Crown Zvo, as, 

(Commercial Series, 

GERMAN COMMERCIAL CORRE- 
SPONDENCE. WithVocabuUry. Crown 
Zto, 9S, 6d, [Commercial Series. 

W. B. Bame8» D.D. ISAIAH. Two 
Volumes, Fcap, Zvo, %s, net each. Vol. i. 
With Map. [Churchman's Bible. 

Mn. P. A. Barnett A LITTLE BOOK 

OF ENGLISH PROSE. Pott Zvo, 
Clothf is,6d* net; leather, 9S, 6d, tut, 

[Little Library. 

R. B. N. Baron, M.A. FRENCH PROSE 
COMPOSITION. Crown Zvo. ar. 6d, 
Key, 3«. net, 

H. M. Barron, M.A.. Wadham College, 
Oxford. TEXTS FOR SERMONS ON 
VARIOUS OCCASIONS AND SUB- 
TECTS. With a Preface by Canon Scorr 
Holland. Crown Zvo y ^^* 
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a F. BMtaUt. M<A, Pnimmt of Ecod. 
omics at Trinity College, Dublin. THE 
COMBiERCE OF NATIONS. Sec^md 

[Social Questions Series. 
B. K. Btttawn. See Edward FitsGvnU. 

ABvlm^Beunaa. pons asinorum ; 

OR. A GUIDE TO BRIDGE. Seccnd 
Editimu Fcm^9n0» ac 

A piactacal guide, with nanj spedmca 
games, to the game of Bridge. . 

P«tar BetikfiVd. THOUGHTS ON 
HUNTING. Edited by J. Otho Pagbt, 
and Illustrated by G. H. Jallamo. Demy 
6cw. lof. 6d, 

WUliamBtokfinrd. the history of 

THE CALIPH VATHEK. Edited by E. 
Dbnison Rdss. Pott 8tv. CUHL xt, 6d, 
M4t: ieaikert 9S 6d. net. [Little library. 

H. CL TtOOrTllnf. M.A. See Tennyson. 

JaoobBebmeii. THE supersensual 

LIFE. Edited by Bbknako Holland. 
/V»>. 8m. y, 6d, 

W. H. Bannott, M.A.. A PRIMER OF 
THE BIBLE. Seco$u[ EdiiUn, Crown 
SfW. a<. 6d, 

*The work of an honest, fearless, and 
sound critic, and an excellent guide in a 
small compass to the books of toe Bible.' 
'^MmnekitUr GmmnUan, 



F. Admcy. 

I. Ct 



rvum 



W. H. Baniittt and W. 

BIBLICAL INTRODUCTION, 
8sw» 7«. 6tL 

' It makes available to the ordinarT reader 
the best scholarship of the day in tne lield 
of Biblical introduction. We know of no 
book which comes into competition with it.' 
—MattchesUr GMortUan. 

A, 0. Benwm, M.A. THE LIFE OF 
LORD TENNYSON. With la Illustra- 
tions. Fca/. 8cw. CUikj ^. ti. f Leather ^ 
41. net, [Little Biographies. 

B. M. Benson. THE WAY OF HOLI- 
NESS: a Devotional Commentary on the 
xz9th Psalm. Cravan %vo* 5J. 

M. BidSS. See Parmentier. 

C BUXt D.D. See St Augustine, X Kempis, 
anoWilliam Law* 

a B. D. Blon, B.D. THE EPISTLE TO 
THE PIflLIPPIANS. Edited by. Feaf, 
%vo. IS. td, met* [Churchman's Bible. 

* Mr. Biggs* work is very thorough, and 
be has managed to compress a good deal of 
information into a limited space.' 

— Guardian, 



T. H«rlMrt BI]ld]«r.B.D. THE OSCU- 
MENICAL DOdUMENTS OF THE 
FAITH. With Introductions and Kotes. 
CVvflvwScw. 6c. 
A historical account of the Creeds. 

WaUam Blake. See little Library-. 

B. KlaTland. M.A. THE SONG OF 

Being Sdections from St. Bsr- 
V,. .. ... ^^^ 



SONGS. 

NAED. Pett ZVO. 

6dnet 



Clcikt 2X. ; ieatk^ff 
(Library of Devotion. 



QeorgeBOdy, D.D. THE SOUL'S PIL- 
GRIMAGE : Devotional Readings from 
his published and unpublished writings. 
Sele^ed and artanged by J. H. Burn. 
B.D. Pott Bvc, 9S. 6d. 

A. Boimgon, Captain. THE BENIN 
MASSACRE. Second JSdition. Crvwn 
Svo> 3s. 6d, 

Cardinal Bona. A guide to eter- 
nity. Edited with an Introductioa and 
Notes, by J. W. Stanbridge, B.D., late 
Fellow of St John's College, Oxford. Pott 
Zvo, Clothf 9S. ; leather. 2s. 6d, net. 

[Library of Devotion. 

F. a Boon, B.A. A COMMERCIAL 
GEOGRAPHY OF FOREIGN 

NATIONS. Crown ^o. its, 

[Commerdal Series. 

Oeoige Borrow, lavengro. Halted 

bv r. HiNDBS Groomb. Two Volumes. 
Pott %vo. Each volume^ clothe is, 6d, net; 
leatkert %s. 6d, net, (Little Library. 

J. Bitiema Boa. AGRICULTURAL 
ZOOLOGY. Translated by T. R. Aiks- 
woKTH Davis, M. A. With an Introduction 
by Eleanor A. Ormbrod, F.E.S. With 
15s Illustrations. Cr» Sew. jf. 6d. 

C. O. BotUnf, B.A. JUNIOR LATIN 

EXAMINATION PAPERS., ^c«A ^w. is. 

[Junior Examination Series. 

B. M. Bowden. THE EXAMPLE OF 
BUDDHA : Being QuoUtions from 
Buddhist Literature for each Day in the 
Year. Third Edition. i6mo. as. 6d, 

B. Bowmaker. the housing of 

THE working CLASSES. Croum 
Bvo, as. 6d, [Social Questicms Series. 

F. G. Bratant. M.A. SUSSEX. lilos. 

trated by E. H. New. Pott Bvo, Cloth, 
jf. ; leather^ 3;. 6d. net. [Little Guides. 

* A charming little book ; as full of sound 
information as it is practical in conception.' 
— Athenaum. 

'Accurate, complete, and agreeably writ- 
ten *'^iUmfure. 

Uiaa X. Brodrlck and ICIaB Anderson 
Horton. A CONCISE handbook 

OF EGYPTIAN ARCHiEOLOGY. 
With many Illustrations. CrownZvo. 3^.6^ 
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B.W. Brooks. See F. J. Hamilton. 

0. Browninf , M. A. A SHORT HISTORY 
OF MEDIiBVAL ITALY, a.d. 1250.1530. 
Ih Two Volume*. Croum Bvo, 5*. oacA, 

Vol. 1. 1350*1409.— Guelphs and Ghibellines. 

Vol. II. 1409.1530.— The Age of the Con. 
dottieri. 

J. Budiaa. See Issuik Walton. 

MlBSBllUey. See Lady Dilke. 

Jolin Biisyan. , THE PILGRIM'S PRO- 
GRESS. Edited, with an Introduction, 
byC H. Firth, M.A. With 39 Illustra- 
tions by R. Anning Bbll. Cr, Btw. 6s, 
'The best "Pilgrim's Progress."'— 

Educatiofuil Times. 

O. J. Barch, M.A., F.R.S. A MANUAL 
OF ELECTRICAL SCIENCE. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown Zvo, $s. 
[University Extension Series. 

Oelett Burgesfl. GOOPS and how to 

BE THEM. With numerous Illustrations. 
Small ^to, 6s, 

A. E. Bum, B.D., Examining Chaplain to 
the Bishop of lichfield. AN INTRO- 
DUCTION TO THE HISTORY OF 
THE CREEDS. Demy Zvo, io«. 6d, 

[Handbooks of Theology. 
* This book may be expected to hold its 
place as an authority on its subject.'— 
Spectator, 

J, H. Born, B.D., F.R.S.E. A MANUAL 
OF CONSOLATION FROM THE 
SAINTS AND FATHERS. Pott Svo, 
Clothf 9S,: leather^ 2s, 6d, net, 

[Library of Devotion. 

Robert BuniB. THE POEMS OF 
ROBERT BURNS. Edited by Andrew 
Lang and W. A. Craigib. With Portrait. 
Second Edition, Demy Bvo, gilt top, 6s. 

J. B. Bury, LL.D. See Gibbon. 

Alfred Caldecott D.D. THE PHIL. 

OSOPHY OF RELIGION IN ENG- 
LAND AND AMERICA. Demy Svo. 
los. 6d. I Handbooks of Theology. 

'Singularly well-informed, comprdien. 
sive, 9SiAiaM* 'Glasgow Herald, 

A lucid and informative account, which 
oertainlv deserves a place in every philo. 
sophical XiCftzxy.^ Scotsman, 

D. 8. Caldenrood, Headmaster of the Nor- 
mal School. Edinburgh. TEST CARDS 
IN EUCLID AND ALGEBRA. In three 
jackets of 40, with Answers, xs. each. Or 
u three Books, price 2</., 3</., and id, 

B. H. and A. J. Gailfle, M.A. BISHOP 

LATIMER. With Portrait. Crown ^oo, 
3S'6d, [Leaders of Religion. 



C. a Cbanner and 11 B. Roberts. 

LACE.MAKING IN THE MIDLANDS, 
PAST AND PRESENT. With 16 full- 
page Illustrations. Crown Zvo, 2s. 6d, 

' An interesting book, illustrated by fasci- 
nating photographs. 'SpeaJker. . 

Lord Chesterfield, THE LETTERS OF, 

TO HIS SON. Edited, with an Intro, 
duction, by C Strachev, and Notes by 
A. Calthrop. Ttoo Volumes, Crown ivo, 
6s, each, [Methuen's Standard Library. 

P. W. Christian. THE CAROLINE 
ISLANDS. With many Illustrations and 
Maps. Demy Svo. 12s. 6d, net, 

Cicero. DB ORATORE I. Translated by 
E. N. P. Moor, M.A. Crown Svo. 3*. 6a, 

[Classical Translations. 

SELECT ORATIONS (Pro Milone, Pro 
Murena, Philippic 11., In Catilinam). Trans, 
lated by H. E. D. Blakisto{<, M-A,, Fellow 
and Tutor of Trinity College, Oxford. 
Crown Svo, ss, [Classical Translations. 

DE NATURA DEORUM. Translated 
by F. Brooks, M.A., late Scholar of Balliol 
College, Oxford. Crown Svo. -jj . 6d, 

[Classical Translations. 

DE OFFICIIS. Translated by G. B. 
Gardiner, M.A. Crown^ Svo, 2s, 6d, 

[Classical Translations. 

F. A. Clarke, M. A. BISHOP ken. with 

Portrait. Crown Svo, ys. 6d, 

[Leaders of Religion. 

E. H. Colbeck, M.D. DISEASES OF THE 
HEART. With numerous Illustrations, 
Demy Svo, lar. 

W. G. CoUingWOOd, M.A. THE LIFE 
OF JOHN RUSKIN. With Portraits. 
Cheo^ Edition. Crown Svo, 6s, 

J. C. Collins, M.A. See Tennyson. 

W. E. Collins, M.A. THE BEGINNINGS 
OF ENGLISH CHRISTIANITY, With 
Map. Crown Svo, 3s. 6d. 

[Churchman's Library. 

A. U Cook, M.A. See £. C. Marchant. 

R. W. Cooke-Taylor, the factory 

SYSTEM. Crown Svo, zs. 6d. 

[Social Questions Series. 

marie Corelli. the passing of the 

great QUEEN: a Tribute to the Noble 
Life of Yictoria Regina. Small ^to, is, 

A CHRISTMAS greeting. Sm,4to, is. 

RosesuuT Cotes, dante's garden. 

With a Frontispiece. Second Edition, 
Fcap, Svo, cloth 2s, 6d. ; leather, js, 6d, 
net. 
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Earold DOS, B.A. LAND NATIONAL. 
IZATION. CrvttMSvtf. as,6d. 

[Social QuesUoos Series. 

ir.#.OraiC. Sm Shakespeue. 

W. A. CtnOcie. A PRIMER Ot BURNS. 
C tomm Sew. u. 6^1, 



OraUc. JOHN HALIFAX. GEN- 
TLEMAN. Edited by Annib Maths- 
aoM. Tvw V^lumts. Pott 8tv. Emck 
VolunUf C/otkf It, td, ntt; leather, as. 6d. 
M€t, [Littte Library. 

Biehard Crasliaw, THE ENGLISH 

POKMS OF. Edited by Edward Hut- 
ton. PottZv. Chtht\*,6d,nst: letttJt^t 
as. 6tL tut, [Little Library. 

F. G. Crawford. See Mary C. Danson 

C. O. CminPt M.A. S«e Thomas Ellwood. 

P. H. B. CubIUVb, Fellow of All Souls' Col- 
leee, Oxford. THE HISTORY OF THE 
BOER WAR. With many Illustrations, 
PUuu, and Portraits. In a vais, VoL /., 15/. 

B. t. CuttB, D.D. AUGUSTINE OF 
CANTERBURY. With Portrait. Crorvn 
tvo, 31. 6(L [Leaders of Religion. 

The Brothers DalxieL A RECORD OF 
FIFTY YEARS' WORK. With 150 lUus- 
trations. Large ^to, 3i«. net. 

The record of the work of the celebrated 
Engravers, containing a Gallery of beauti- 
ful PIctuzes by F. Walker, Sur J. Millais, 
Lord Lei|^hton| and other great Artists. 
The book is a history of the finest black-and- 
white work of the nmeteenth century. 

' The book is abundantly illustrated, and 
shows what wood engraving was at its best.* 
-^C0tstHa$%, 

* \ store of gefiial reminiscences. The 
designs of the various masters are ex<^aisitely 
engraved. A worthy record of a period that 
is gone.* — SiandartU 

t>. W. Daiiiell, M..V. BISHOP WILBER- 
FORCE With Portrait. Crwm Zvo. 
3«. 6d, [Leaders of Religion. 

Mary C. Daneon and F. G. Crawford. 

FATHERS IN THE FAITH. SmallZvo. 
zx. 6^. 

Dante Ali^eri. LA COMMEDIA Dl 

DANTE. The lulian Text edited by 
Paget Toynbee, Litt. D. , M. A. Demy Zvo. 
cut top, &r. 6</. A Isa^ Crown Zvo. 6s. 
[Methuen's Standard Lilwary. 

THE INFERNO OF DANTE. TraQs^ 
' lated by H. F. Cary. Edited by Paget 

ToYNBEE, Lilt.D.,M.A. Pott Zvo. Clothe 

IS, 6</. uet; leatlurf as, 6d, net. 

[Little Library. 



THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. 
Translated by H. F. Caky. Edited hy 
Pagbt TovNBBS, Litt.D., MJ^. Pott Zvo, 
'Ciotkf XX. €4, mot; Uatktr^ a«. 6<£ net, 

[Little Library. 

THE PARADISO OF DANTE. Trans- 
lated by H. F. Cary. Edited by Paget 
ToYNBSE, Litt.D.,M.A. PostZvo. Cloth, 
IS, 6d. nets Uetther^ as. 6d, net, 

[Little Library. 
See also Paget Toynbee. 

A. a Deane. Edited by. A LITTLE 
BOOK OF LIGHT VERSE. Pott Bvo. 
.Cloth, XX. 6d. net: leather, as.^ net 

. XLittle Library. 

Leon Belboa. THE METRIC system. 

Crown Zvo, as. 

A theoretical and practical guide, for use 
in schools and by the general reader. 

Demoethenes : the olynthiacs 

AND PillLIPPICS. Translated upon a 
new princii^e by Otuo Holland. Crwm 
Zvo, as, id, 

Demoethenes. AGAINST CONON and 

CALLICLES. Edited with Notes and 
Vocabulary, by F. Darwin Swift, M.A. 
Fcap, Zvo, at, 

Charles Didtens. 

THE ROCHESTER EDITION. 

Crown Zvo, Each Volume^ cloth, 3X. 6d. 
With Introductions by George Gissing, 
Notes by F. G, Kitton, and Topographical 
Illustrations. 

THE PICKWICK PAPERS. With lUostra- 
'ons by K H. New. Tk»o Volumes, 

'As pleasant a copy as any one could 

iesire. The notes ado much to the value of 

the edition^ and Mr. NeVs illustrations are 

also histoncaL The Yt^unies promise well 

for the success of the edition.*--«S'«vtoMMt». 

NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. With Illustra- 
tions by R. J. Williams. Two Volmtnes. 

BLEAK HOUSE. With Illustrations by 
BsATRicB Alcock. Two Volumcs, 

OLIVER TWIST. 
H. New. 

THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP. With 
lUustratbns by G. M. Brimelow Two 
Volumes, 



With lUustiations by E. 



BARNABY RUDGE. 
Beatrice Alcock. 



With Illustrations by 
Two Volumes. 



G. L. Piddnson, M.A., Fellow of King's 
Coll<^e, Cambridge. THE GREEK VIEW 
OF LIFE. Second SditioH, Crown Zvo. 
as. 6d, [University Extension Series. 

H. V. Dickson, F.R.S.E., F.R.Met. Soc 
METEOROLOGY. The Elemenu of 
Weather and Climate. Illustrated. Crown 
Zvo. as,6d. [University Extension Series. 
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LadyDOka. BIi80 Bnltojr, and Hiss \niit- 

ley. WOMEN'S WORK. Crtntm Bva. 
as, StL [Social Questions Series. 

P.H.Ditcllflel<l,M.A.,F.S.A. ENGLISH 
VILLAGES. Illustrated. Ctvwn8v9. 6t, 

^*A book which for its instructive and 
pictorial value should find a place in every 
 village library. '—kSVtf/fmaiv. 

'One of- the best books on village anti- 
quities we have sctn.'-^OuHo^k. 

THE STORY OF OUR ENGLISH 
TOWNS. With Introduction by 
Augustus Jbssop, D.D. Second MiUticn. 
Crown 8w. 64; 

OLD ENGLISH CUSTOMS: Extant at 
the Present Time. An Account of local 
Observances, Festival Customs, and Ancient 
Ceremonies yet Surviving in Great Britain. 
Crown Svo, 6s. 

W. K. Dixon, M.A. A PRIMER OF 
TENNYSON. Second Edition, Crown 
Bvo, as, 6d, 

' Much sound and well-expressed criticism. 
The bibliography is a hoon,*-^S/eaker, 

ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE TO 
BROWNING. Ssamd Edition, Crown 
Zvo. 9S» 6dm 

[University Extension Series. 

E. DOWden, Litt.D. See Shakespeare. 

J. DOWden, D.D., Lord Bishop of Edin- 
burgh. THE WORKMANSHIP OF 
THE PRAYER BOQK: Its Literary 
and Liturgical Aspects. Second Edition, 
Crown Zvo, y, 6d, 

[Churchman's Library. 

S. E. DrlTW., B.D. , Canon of Christ Church, 
Regius Professor ofHebrew in the University 
of Oxford. SERMONS ON SUBJECTS 
CONNECTED WITH THE OLD 
TESTAMENT. CrownZpo, 6s. 

*A welcome companion to the autlior's 
famous ' ' Introduction. " '-^GMardimn, 

S. J. Dnncan (Mrs. Cotbs), Author of 
'A Vo^ge of Consolation.' ON THE 
OTHER SIDE OF THE LATCH. 
Second Edition, Crown Bvo. 6s, 

J. T. Dumt D.Sc., and V. A, Hnaddlla. 

GENERAL ELEMENTARY SCIENCE. 

With 1x4 Illustrations. CrownZtw, y, 6d, 

(Methucn's Science Pnmers. 

The Eail of DmliaiiL A report on 

CANADA. With an Introductory Note. 
Demy 9vo, 71. 6d. net, 

A reprint of the celebrated Report which 
Lord Durham made to the British Govern- 
ment on the state of British North America 
in x%39» It is probably the most important 
utterance on British Gonial policy ever 
published. 



W. A Dntt. NORFOLK. Illustrated by 
B. C. BouLTfeR. Pott Zvo. Cloikt v.; 
leather t^yf. 6d. net, [Little Guides. 

Clement Edwards. RAILWAY 

NATIONALIZATION. .Crown Zvo. 
sr. 6d, [Soeui! Questions Series. 

W. Donglas Edwards, commercial 

LAW. Crown Zvo. 2i. [Commercial Series. 

H. E. Egerton, M.A. A HISTORY OF 
BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY. Detny 
Zvo, las, 6d. 

'It is a good book, distinguished by 
accuracy in detail, clear arrangement of 
facts, and a broad grasp of principles.' — 
Manchester Guardian. 

Tbomas EUwood. THE history of 

THE LIFE OF. Edited hyC. G. Crump, 
M.A; Crown Zvo. 6s, 

[Methuen's Standard Library. 

This edition is the only one which con* 
tains the complete book as originally pub- 
lished. It has a long Introduction and many 
Footnotes. 

B. BnceL A HISTORY OF ENGLISH 
LITERATURE: From its Beginning to 
Tennyson.- Translaied from the German. 
Vemy 9vo* ys, 6d, net. 

This is a very complete and convenient 
sketch of the evolution'of our literatiu-e from 
early days. The treatment is biographical 
as well as critical, and is rendered more 
interestingby the quotation of characteristic 
passages from the chief authors. 

W. H. FaiTbrotber, M.A. THE philo- 

SOPHY OF T. H. GREEN. Sefdnd 
Edition, Crown Zvo, y,6d, 

Snsan Ferrier. MARRIAGE. Edited by 

Miss GoopuCH Frbkr and Lord Iodes- 
LEIGH. Two Volumes. Pott Zvo, Each 
volumCy clothf IS. 6d, net; leather^ as. 6d. 
net, [Little Library. 

C.E.Firtll,M.A CROMWELL'S ARMY: 
A History of the English Soldier during the 
Civil Wars, the Commonwealth, and the 
Protectorate. Crown Ztfo, js.td. 

An elaborate study and description of 
Cromweirs army by which the vtctorv of 
the Pariiament was aeotred. The * New 
Model' is described in mtaute detail, and 
the author, who ia one of the most dis- 
tinguished historians of the day, hfts made 
great use of unpublished mss. 

a. W. Fisher. M.A. ANNALS OF 
SHREWSBURY SCHOOL. With 
numerous Illustrations. Demy Zvo. lOf. 6d. 

Edward FitsOerald. THE rubaivat 

OF OMAR KHAYYAM. With » Com- 
mentary by H. M. Batsok, and a Bioigraphy 
of Omar l:^ E. D. Ross. 6s, 
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9. A. FlteCtarald. THE highest 

ANDES. With • Mapc 5t Ilhistnuioiis, 
X3 of wfaidi V in Photogr a v ure , and a 
Pinonima. Jltymltv*, ya, ntL 

W. Waxd* Powlir. M.A. See Gabert 
White. 

J. F. PtAMT. ROUND THE WORLD 
ON A WHEEL. With xoo Illttstraaoas. 

* A danie of cydiog, graphic and witty.' 
—Y^rkskir^ Past, 

W. Frtndl, M.A., Principal of tho Stotev 
Institute, Lancaster. PRACTICAL 
CHEMISTRY. Parti. With nnmerous 
Diagrams. Cropm Sva, u. 6d. 

[Textbooks of Tedmology. 

'An excellent and eminently practacal 
little hoak.'^ScA0 ^n nui*r, 

Bd. Ton Frtudenreieh. DAIRY 

BACTERIOLOGY. A Short If amial for 
tha Use of Students. Translated bv J. R. 
AiNswoKTH Davis, M. A. Stc^nd EMtwt. 
JUviud* Crown 8«w. ax. 6d, 

H. W. PnlfonL M.A. THE EPISTLE 
OF ST. JAMES Edited by. Fcu^. Bva. 
XI. 6d, 9Ut. (Churchman's Bible. 

ICri. Oaik«U. CRANFORD. Edited by 
E. v. Lucas. PoitZva, Chtk^ is, 6d, net; 
/eathtr, as. 6d, net, [Little Library. 

H. B. GeMm, M.A., Fellow of New College, 
Oxford. BATTLES OF ENGLISH 
HISTORY. With numerous Plans. Tkini 
Stiiiion, Crown Bzfo. 6*. 

* Mr. George has undertaken a venr useful 
task — ^that ' of ' making military aftalrs in> 
telligible and- inatructive to non«military 
readerS'-and has executed it with a large 
measure of success. ' — Times, 

H. de B* CUbbins, Litt.D., M.A. . IN- 
DUSTRY IN ENGLAND: HISTORI- 
CALOUTUNES. With 5 Maps. Second 
Edition, Demy Svo. tos, 6d, 

A COMPANION GERMAN. GRAMMAR. 
Crown Bvo, is, bd, 

THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF ENG. 
LAND. Eighth £dHioH, Revised. With 
Maps and Plans. • Crown Sew. y, 

{University Extension- Series. 

THE ECONOMICS OF COMMERCE. 
Crown 8vtf. is. 6d. [Commercial Series. 

COMMERCIAL EXAMINATION 
PAPERS. Crown Zvo. is.Cd. 

[Commercial Series. 

BRITISH COMMERCE AND COLONIES 
FROM ELIZABETH TO VICTORIA. 
Third Edition, Crown^a, sr. 

[Commercial Series. 



ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMERS. 
Second Edition, Crown 8iv. 2^. fkL 
[Univexsity Extension 



H. da & aibbftlUI. D.Utt., M.A., and R. A. 
HadfiellLof the Heda Works, Sheffield. 
A SHORTER WORKING DAY. Crown 
Bvo, as. 6d, [Social Questions Series. 

Edward Gibbon. THE DECLINE AND 
FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE. 
A New Editimi, edited with Notes, 
Appendices, and Maps, by J. B. Burt, 
LL.I>., Fellow of Trinity College, Dublin. 
In Seven Volumes. Demy 8«w. Gilt top. 
Zs, 6d, each, Alto, Crown iivo, Ct, each. 

'At last there is an adequate modon 
edition of Gibbon. . . . The best edition 
the nineteenth century could produce.' — 
Memchcster GnardiaM. 

* A great piece of t^dag.'—Academoy, 

MEMOIRS OF MY LIFE AND WRIT- 
INGS. By Edward Gibbon. Edited, 
with an Introduction and Notes, by G. 
BiRKBECK Hill, LL.D. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

* An admirable edition of one of the most 
interesting personal records of a literary life. 
Its notes and its numerous appendices- su-e a 
repertory of almost all that can be known 
about Gibbon.' — Mmiuhester GttardioM, 

B. C B. Gibson, D.D., Vk:ar.of Leeds. 
THE BOOK OF JOB. With Introdiaction 
and Notes.: Demy Bvo. 6s. 

(Oxford Commentaries. 
'The publishers are to be congratulated 
on the start the series has made.'— 7Yiwr«r. 

* Dr. Gibson's work is worthir of a high 
degree of appreciation. To the busy worker 
and the intelligent stud«it the commentary 
wiH be a real boon ;• and it will, if wa ar« 
not mistakefli be much in demand. The 
Introduction is almost a model of concise, 
straightforward, prefatory remarks on the 
subject treated. —y4/A^iMwm. 

THE XXXIX. ARTICLES OF THE 
CHUkCH OF ENGLAND. With an 
Introduction. Thn^d and Cheaper Edition 
in One l^oiume. Demy Bvo, tas,.6d. . 

.iHandbooks of Theology. 

* We welcome with the utmost satisfaction 
a new, cheaper, and more convenient editkm 
of Dr. Gibson's book. It was greatly wanted. 
Dr. Gibson has given theological students 
just what they want, and ve should like to 
think that it was in the bands of every 
candidate for orders.*— ^KMrn/Za*. 

THE LIFE OF JOHN HOWARD. With 
12 Illustrations. Pott Bvo. Cloth, 3^.; 
leather, y. 6d. net. [Little Biographies. 

See also George Herbert. 
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George CHftring'. See Dickens. 

A. D. Qotfley, M.A., Fellow of Magdalen 
College, Oxford. LYRA FRIVOLA. 
Third Editiotu PoU^o. 9s. 6d, 

VERSES TO ORDER. Cr.8w. as.6J.net. 
IfilftCkXMiricll-Fteer. See Susan Ferrier. 

P. Andenon Graham, the rural 

EXODUS. CroumZvo. as.6d, 

[Social Questions Series. 

F. S. Granger, M.A., LittD. PSYCH- 
OLOGY. SecoMd Edition, Crmun tvc, 
at, 6d, [University Extension Series. 

THE SOUL OF A CHRISTIAN. Crown 
8vtf. 6s» 

A book dealing with the evolution of the 
religious life and experiences. 
' A remarkable hoolc'^-Giasfyrw Herald. 
See also University Extension Series. 

B.M'QneenOny. German passages 

FOR UNSEEN 



Crffwn Svo. 9S. 6d. 



TRANSLATION. 



P. Lb Gray, B.S&, formerly Lecturer in 
Physics in Mason University College, Bir- 
mingham. THE PRINCIPLES OF 
MAGNETISM AND ELECTRICITY: 
an Elementary Text-Book. With i8x Dia- 
grams. Crown 9po, ^s. 6d. 

G. BncWand Green, M.A.. Assistant Master 
at Edinburgh Academy, late Fellow of St. 
John's College, Oxon. NOTES ON 
GREEK AND LATIN SYNTAX. Crtnvn 
8vo. 3s.6d, 

Notes and explanations on the chief diffi- 
culties of Greek and Latin Syntax, with 
Bumeroos pfifttagM for exercise. 

E. T. Gremn, M.A. THE CHURCH OF 
CHRIST. CfwmSvo. 6s. 

[Churchman's Library. 

THE VAULT OF 



Gregory. 

IN. A Popular Introduction to 



B. A. 

HEAVE] 

Astronomy. With numerous Illustrations. 

Crown Bvo. 9S. 6d. 

(University Extension Series. 

W. Hall Griffin, M.A. SELECTIONS 
FROM THE EARLY POEMS OF 
ROBERT BROWNING. Edited by. 
Pott ivo. CMh^ IS. 6d, mt; Uatkor, 
2S, 6d. net. [Little Library. 

c. H. Grlnling. a history of the 

GREAT NORTHERN RAILWAY, 
1^5-^5* With lUastrattoos. Demj^ Smi. 
zor. 6d. 

* Mr. Grinling has done for a Railway what 
Macalalay did for English History. '--T:^ 
Engineer, 

F. HSndM Oroome. See George Borrow. 



K. L. Gwyim. A BIRTHDAY BOOK. 
R«^al%vo. las. 

This is a birthday-book of exceptional 
dimity, and the extracts have been chosen 
with particular care. 

Steplieil Qjrwnil. See Thackeray. 

Jolrn Hackett, B.D. A HISTORY OF 
THE ORTHODOX CHURCH OF 
CYPRUS. With Maps and Illustrations. 
Demy Zvo, 158. net. 

A. C. Haddon, ScD., F.R.S. HEAD- 
HUNTERS, BLACK, WHITE, AND 
BROWN. With many Illustrations and a 
Map. Demy Zvo. xs^. 

A narrative of adventure and exploration 
in Northern Borneo. It contains much 
matter of the highest scientific interest. 

B. A. Hadfield. See H. dc B. Gibbins. 

B. N. HaU and W. G. Keal THE 
ANCIENT RUINS OF RHODESIA. 
With numerous Illnstratioos. Demy tfDO% 
9XS. tut. 

This book cont^uns descriptions of two 
hundred ruins of temples ana forts, and of 
their types and zigtA of architecture. It 
describes also the Saluean and Phoenician 
occupations of Rhodesia; King Solomon's 
gold, ancient burials, ancient gold-mining, 
etc. It is profusely illustrated, and contains 
many maps and plans. 

F. J. Hamilton, D.D., and B W. Brooka. 

ZACHARIAH OF MITYLENE. Trans- 
lated into English. Demy too. \*s.6d.nei. 

[Byzantine Texts. 

D. Haanay. a short history of 

THEROYAL NAVY, From Early 
TiMis TO THB Prbsbnt Day. Illustiated. 
TVw^ Voiumee, Demy Ssw. 7/. 6d. enck. 
VoLL iaoo.1688. 

A. T. Bare, M. a. the construction 

OF LARGE induction COILS. With 
numerous Diagrams. Demy Zvo. 6s. 

OlUTord Harrison. READING and 

READERS. Fca^. Zvo. as. 6d. 
* An extremely sensible little book.'~ 
Meutdiester Guardian. 

8V0n Hedin, Gokt Medallist of the Royal 
Geographical Society. THROUGH ASIA. 
With 300 lUnstrations fr(nn Sketches and 
Photo«Taphs by the Author, and Maps. 
Two Volumts, R^etlZvo. 36s. net. 

'One of the greatest books of the kind 
issued during the century. It is impossible 
to give an adequate Idea of the richness of 
the contents of thlt book, or of Its abounding 
attractions as a storv of travel nnsurpassed 
in geographical and tuiman inter^. Much 
of It is a revelation. Altogether the work 
bone which in solidity, novelty, and interest 
must take a first rank among pafaUcataons 
of its dass. '— Timgs. 
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T. p. Btadtnoa. A LITTLE BOOK OF 
SCOTTISH VERSE. P^tttm. Chtk, 
u, 6d* ntt; iemiAgr, s«. 64, ngt. 

CLittle libnury. 
SmsImD. M. Moir. 

W.B.HeBle7. ENGLISH LYRICS. 

W. & Htoley and a WUUey. A book 

OF ENGLISH PROSE, Crown 8iw. 
Buckramf g^lt top. ts, 

H. H. BflBMII. M.A., Fellow of All So^s*, 
Oxford. Canon of Westounster. APOS* 
TOUC CHRISTIANITY: As Illustrated 
by the Eplstkaof St PMil to tb« Conathians. 
Crommvoo* 6t. 

LIGHT AND LEAVEN: Histobical akd 
Social Skkhoms. C^vwuStw. U. 

DISCIPLINE AND LAW* Fcap, 8c«. 
QMXfe Herb«rt THE TEMPLE. 

Edited, with an Introduction and Notes, 
by E. C. S. Gibson, D.D., Vicar of Leeds. 
Pott 8tv. CUth, 9S. ; leafkor, ax. 6ti, net, 

(Library of Devotion. 
This edition. conUins Walton's Life of 
Herbert, and the text Is ihat of the first 
edition. 

Herodotoi : easy selections, with 

Vocabulary. By A. C Liddell, M.A. 
Pcap. ivo, u, 6d, 

W. A. 8. HtWlns, p. A. ENGLISH TRADE 
AND FINANCE IN THE SEVEN- 
TEENTH CENTURY. CrovmSvo. 

[University Extension Series. 

T. Hilbert. the air : gun : or, How 

• the Mastermans and Dobma Major nearly 

lost their Holidays. Illustrated. Scuare 

. Pcaj^, (tv. 9S» &/• [Uttle Blue j^ks. 

Clare EiH, Ro^st^red Teacher to the City and 
Guilds -of London • Institute: MILLIN- 
ERY, THEORETICAL, AND PRAC^ 
TICAL. With numerous Diagrams. 
Crotum Bfv. 9f . 

{Textbooks of Technology. 

BenvyBIU, B.A., Headnfia^ier of tbe Boy's 
High School, Worcester, Cape Colony. A 
SOUTH AFRICAN ARITHMETIC. 
Croum Btw, yt, &/. 

This book has been specially written for 
use in South African schools. 

a.BirkbeckHm,LL.D. See Gibbon. 

BOWSTd O. Bm«fa«. WITH THE BOER 
FORCES. With 24 Illustrations. Seeotui 
Edition. Croum Z90, &». 

8. 1. Binde. THE FALL OF THE 
CONOO ARABS. With Plans, etc Demv 

8V0, 12t, 6d, 



L T. BoVhOOa^. Fellow of aca, OzlbnL 
THE THEORY OF KNOWLEDGE. 
Domy totf . aiA 

J. A. HobflOn, M.A. PROBLEMS OF 
POVERTY : An Inquiry into the Indus- 
trial Condition of the Poor. Fonrth 
Edition, Crown Zvo. zs. 6d. 

[Social Questions Series and Univafsity 
Extension Series. 

THE PROBLEM OF THE UNEM- 
PLOYED. Crown Zvo. as. 6d, 

[Social Questions Series. 

T. Hodgkln, D.CL GEORGE FOX, 
THE QUAKER. With Portrait. Cnnvi 
8sv. y. 6d. [Leaders of Religion. 

Chester Holcombe. THE REAL CHIN- 
ESE QUESTION. Crwm Zvo, 6s. 

'It is an important addition to the 
materials before the public for forming an 
opinion on a most dimcnlt and pressing pro- 
blem.' — Times. 

Sir T. H. HoIdiOh, K.C.LE. THE 
INDIAN BORDERLAND : being a Per- 
soBal Record of Twenty Years. Ilkistrated. 
Dfmy Zvo. 15s, mtt 

* Interesting and inspiriting from cover to 
cover, it will assuredly take its place as the 
classical work on the history of the Indian 
frontier.' — Pilot, 

Caaoa Scott HoUaiLd. lyra apos- 

TOLICA. With an Introduction. Notes 
by H. C Bbbching, M.A, PotiZmo. Clothe 
us.; leather t 2s. 6 J. net. 

[Library of Devotion. 

a. J. Holyoaka THE co-operative 

MOVEMENT TO-DAY. Second JSditwn. 
, Crown Zvo. as. 6d. 

[Socfad Questions Series. 

Hocace: THE ODES AND EPODES. 
Translated by A. Godlev, M. A., Fellow of 
Magdalen College, Oxford. Crowm Zvo. 

• ^, (Classical Translations. 

E. L. S. Horsbnrgh, M.A. WATERLOO : 
A Narrative ana Criticism. With Plans. 
Secomd Edition. Crown Zvo, sx. 

'A brilliant essay-;- simple, sound, and 
thprough. '—Z>a/(r Chronicle. 

THE LIFE OF SAVONAROLA. With 
Portraits and Illustrations. Fca^, Zvo. 
Clotht IS, 6d, : leather^ 4*. nei. 

[Little Biographies. 

E. P. Bortmw D.D. JOHN HOWE. 
With Portrait. Crown Zvo. 3*. 6d, 

[Leaders of Religion. 

Alexander Bosie. MANCHURIA. With 

IllustratioasandaMap. DentyZvo, xos,6d. 
net. 
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O. H0W«U. TRADE UNIONISM— NEW 
AND OLD. Third Edition. CrwwnZvo. 
3S. 6d. [Social Questions Series. 

H. O. HutCbinson. THE GOLFING PIL. 
GRIM. Crown Zvo. &r. 

A. W. Hutton, M.A. CARDINAL MAN- 
NING. With Portrait. Crown %vo. y. 
6d, [Leaders of Religion. 

See also Taulbr. 
Edward HattOIL See Richard Crashaw. 

B. H. Hntton. CARDINAL NEWMAN. 
With Portrait. Crown Bvo. 3;. 6d. 

[Leaders of Religion. 

W. H. Hutton, M.A. THE LIFE OF SIR 
THOMAS MORE. With Portraits. 
Second Edition. Crown Zvo. ss, 

WILLIAM LAUD. With Portrait. Second 
Edition, Crown Szfo. 3J. 6d. 

[lieaders of Religion 

Henrik Ibsen, brand, a Drama. Trans- 
lated by William Wilson. Third Edition. 
Crown Bvo. 3s. 6d, 

Lord Iddesleigh. See Susan Ferrier. 

W. R. Inge, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Hert- 
ford College, Oxford, CHRISTIAN MYS- 
TICISM. The Bampton Lectures for 1899. 
Demy Bvo. 12s. td. net. 

' It is fully worthy of the best traditions 
connected with the Bampton Lectureship.' — 
Eecord. 

A. D. innes, M.A. A history of the 

BRITISH IN INDIA. With Maps and 
Plans. Crown Bvo. js. 6d. 

\* Written in a vigorous and effective style 
... a thoughtful and impaitial account — 
Spectator. 

' Mr. Innes has done a difficult piece of 
work well. He has taken the history into 
his mind; given it shape, feature, and 
vitality there ; therefore it comes alive and 
fresh from his mind.' — Scotsman. 

s. Jackson, m.a. a primer of busi- 
ness. Third Edition. Crown Bvo. 
If. 6d. [Commercial Series. 

P. Jacob. M.A. junior french 

examination papers. Fca^. Bvo. 
IS. [Junior Examination Series. 

J. Stephen Jeans, trusts, pools, 

AND corners. Crown Bvo. as. bd. 

[Social Questions Series. 

B. L. Jefferson. A NEW RIDE TO 

KHIVA. Illustrated. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

E. JenkS, M^« professor of Law at Uni- 
versity College, Liverpool. ENGLISH 
LOCAL GOVERNMENT. Crown Bvo, 
su,6d, lUniversity Extension Series. 



C. S. Jerram, M.A. See Pascal 

Augustus Jessopp, D D. JOHN DONNE. 
With Portrait. Crown Bvo. y. 6d. 

[Leaders of Religion. 

F. B. Jeyons, M.A., Litt.D., Principal of 
Hatfield Hall, Durham. EVOLUTION. 
Crown Bvo. y. td, [Churchman's Library. 

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE 
HISTORY OF RELIGION. Stcond 
Edition. Demy Bvo. xos. 6d, 

[Handbooks of Theology. 

' The merit of this book lies in the penetra- 
tion, the singular acuteness aad force of the 
author's judgment. He is at once critical 
and luminous, at once just and suggestive. 
A comprehensive and thorough Dook.* — 
Birming^ham Post. 

Sir H. H. Johnston, K.C.6. BRITISH 
CENTRAL AFRICA. With neariy 200 
Illustrations and Six Maps. Second 
Edition. Crown ^io, iBs. mi. 

H. Jones. A GUIDE TO PROFESSIONS 
AND BUSINESS. CrownBvo. xs. 6d. 

[Commercial Series. 

F. W. Joyce, M.A. THE LIFE OF SIR 
FREDERICK GORE OUSELEY. 7s. 6d. 

Lady Julian of Norwich. REVELA- 

flONS OF DIVINE LOVE. Edited by 
Grace Warrack. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

A partially modernised version, from the 
MS. in the British Museum of a book which 
Dr Dalgairns terms *One of the most 
remarkable books of the Middle Ages.' Mr. 
Inge in his Bami^ton Lectures on Christian 
Mysticism calls it ' The beautiful but little 
known Revelations.* 

M. Xauflnann. socialism and 

MODERN THOUGHT. Crown Bvo. 
39 6d. [Social Questions Series. 

J. F. Keatinff. D.D. THE AGAPE AND 
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THE EUCHARIST. CrownBvo. y.6d, 

John Xeble. the christian year. 

With an Introduction and Notes by W. 
Lock. D.D., Warden •( Keble College. 
Illustrated by R. Anning Bell. Second 
Edttion. Fcap. Bvo. y, 6d; padded 
morocco, $s, 

* I'he present edttion is annotated with all 
the care and insight to be expected from 
Dr. Lock.' — Guardian. 

LYRA INNOCENTIUM. Edited, with 
Introduction and Notes,* by Walter Lock, 
D.D., Warden of Keble College, Oxford. 
Pott Bvo. Cloth, 7S. ; feather^ as. 6d. net. 

[ Library of Devotion. 
' This sweet and fragrant book has never 
been published more attractively.'— 

Aemdemjft 
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THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. With Intro- 
doctioQ and Notes bj Waltxx Lock, 
D.D., Warden of Keble College. Second 
Ediiwm, Poit 8ew. C/^M, %s. ; Itm^Ur^ m. 
td, lut. [Library of Devotion. 

ThenM 1 KempU. the imitation 

OF CHRIST. With an Introduction by 
Dean Fakrar. Illustrated by C M. 
Gbrx. Stcond Edition, Fca^.2vc, js.td, 
met; ^mddtd morocco, 51. 

'Amongst all the innumerable English 
editions of the *'Imitationj" there can have 
been few which were prettier than this one, 
printed in strong and handsome type, with 
all the glory of red initials.'— -&/ax/vw 
HtraU, 

THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. A Re- 
vised Translation by C. Bigg, D.D., Canon 
of Christ Church. With an Introduction. 
Crown Svo. y. 6d, 

A new edition, carefully revised and set 
In large type, of Dr. Bigg's well-known 
version. 

'Dignified, harmonious, and scholarly.' 
— Church Rtvirw. 

THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. A Re 
vised Translation, with an Introduction by 
C. Bigg, D.D.. late Student of Christ 
Church. Second Edition, Pott^vo. Cloth^ 
ax.  Uaiher, at. 6d, not. 

[Library of Devotion. 

A practically new translation of this book 
whicn the reader has, almost for the first 
time, exactly in the shape in which it left 
the hands of the author. 

JamM Houghton Xeimody, D.D., Assist- 
ant Lecturer in Divinity in the University 
of Dublin. ST. PAUL'S SECOND 
AND THIRD EPISTLES TO THE 
CORINTHIANS. With Introduction, 
Dissertations and Notes. Crotim Btfo, 6f . 

c. W. dnmins, m.a. the chem. 

ISTRY OF LIFE AND HEALTH. 
Illustrated. Crown Svo. as. &/. 

[University Extension Series. 

A. W. Xillglake. EOTHEN. With an 
Introduction and Notes. Pott Bvo. Cloth, 
u. 6d. net; leather, as. 6d, net. 

[Little Library. 

Rndyard Sl]>llllg. BARRACK- ROOM 
BALLADS. 73rd Thousand, Crown Bvo, 
6s. ; leaiher, ts. net. 

* Mr. Kipling's verse is strong, vivid, full 
of character. ... Unmistakable genius 
rings in every line.' — Times. 

'The ballads teem with imagination, thev 

f)alpitate with emotion. We read them with 
aughter and tears : the metres throb in our 
pulses, the cunningly ordered words tingle 
with life ; and if Cnis be not poetry, what 
is r '--/>«// Mall Gaxette, 



THE SEVEN SEAS, f^nd TfumsoMd, 
Crown Svo. Bnchram, ^;ili to^, 6s. ; 
igaiher, 6s. net. 

* The Empire has found a singer ; it is 
no depredatMn of the songs to say that 
statesmen may have, one way or other, to 
take account of them.'— 

Manchester GMordian. 
F. O. SlUon. See Dickens. 

W. J. XnOZ Little. See St Frauds de Sales 

Cbaxles Lamb, THE essays of elia. 

With over zoo Illustrations by A. Garth 
Jones, and an Introduction by £. V. Lucas. 
Demy Bvo. tos, 6d. 

'This edition is in many respects of 
peculiar beauty.' — Daily Chronicle. 

'It is in every way an admirable edition 
and the illustrations are delightful.' — 

LttereUure. 
ELIA. AND THE LAST ESSAYS OF 
ELIA. Edited by E. V. Lucas. J'ott Bvc 
Cloth, IS, 6d. net; leather, as. 6d. net, 

[Little Library. 

THE KING AND QUEEN OF HEARTS : 
An 1805 Book for Children. Illustrated by 
William Mulready. A new edxtioD, in 
facsimile, edited by K V. Lucas, ts. 6d. 

This little book is a literary curiosity, and 
has been discovered and identified as the 
work of Charles Lamb by El. V. Lucas. 
It is an exact facsimile of the original 
editi<», which was illustrated by Mulr^uiy. 

Professor Lambros. ECTHESis 

CHRONICA. Edited by. Detny Bvo. 
7X. 6d. net. [ Byzantine Texts. 

Stanley Lane-Poole. THE LIFE of 

SIR HARRY PARKES. A New and 
Cheaper Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

A HISTORY OF EGYPT IN THE 
MIDDLEAGES. Fully Illustrated. 
Crown Bvo. 6s. 

F. Langbridf e. M.A. BALLADS OF THE 
BRAVE : Poems of Chivalry, Enterprise, 
Courage, and Constancy. Second Edition. 
Crown Bvo. as. 6d. 

' The book is full of splendid things.'— 
World 

WiUiam Law. A serious call to a 

DEVOUT AND HOLY LIFE. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by C. Bigg, D.D., 
late Student of Christ Church. Poit Bvo. 
Cloth, as. ; leather, as. 6d. net. 

Library of Devotion. 
This is a reprint, word for word and line 
for line, of the Editio Princess. 

O. 8. Layard. THE LIFE OF MRS. 
LYNN LINTON. Illustrated. Demy 
Bvo. las. 6d. 

' Mrs. Lynn Linton is here presented to 
us in all her moods. She lives in the book ; 
she is presented to us so that we really 
know her.' — Literature. 
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Captain Mdlvme Lee. A HISTORY OF 

POLICE IN ENGLAND. Crmun Zvo, 
•js, 6d. 

' A learned book, comprising many curious 
details to interest the general reader as well 
as the student who will consult it for exact 
information.' — Daily News, 

' The book rests on accurate research and 
gives avast array of facts and statistics.' — 
Glasgow Herald, 

V. B. Lewes, M.A. AIR AND WATER. 
Illustrated. Crorvn Zvo, 2f . 6d, 

[University Extension Series* 

Walter Lock, D.D., Warden of Keble Col- 
lege. ST. PAUL, THE MASTER- 
BUILDER. Crown 8w. 3*. 6d, 

See also Keble and Oxford Commentaries. 

JOHN KEBLE. With Portrait. Crown 
Zvo, y, 6d, [Leaders of Religion. 

B. V. Lucas. See Jane Austen and Mrs. 
Gaskell and Charles Lamb. 

Lttdaa SIX dialogues (Nigrinus, 
Icaro-Menippus, The Cock, The Ship. The 
Parasite, The Lover of Falsehood). Trans- 
lated by S. T. Irwin, M.A., Assistant 
Master at Clifton ; late Scholar of Exeter 
College, Oxford. Crown ivo, y, 6d, 

[Classical Translations. 

L. W 



Lyde, M.A. 

GEOGRAr 



A COMMERCIAL 
PHY OF THE BRITISH EM- 
PIRE. Third Edition. Crown Zvo, as. 

[Commercial Series. 



Hon. lErs. LTttelton. WOMEN and 

THEIR WORK. CrownZvo, as,6d, 

* Thoughtful, interesting, practical.' — 

Guardian. 

'The book is full of sound precept g^ven 
with sympathy and wit.' — Pilot, 

J.E.B.M'AUen,M.A. THE PRINCIPLES 
OF BOOKKEEPING BY DOUBLE 
ENTRY. CrottmBvo, as, 

[Commercial Series. 

P. MacCunn. JOHN KNOX. With Por- 
trait. Crown Zvo, y. 6d. 

[Leaders of Religion. 

A. H. Mackay. THE CHURCHMAN'S 
INTRODUCTION TO THE OLD 
TESTAMENT. Crown 8vo. y. 6d. 

[Churchman's Library. 

*The book throughout is frank and 
courageous.' — Glasgow Herald. 

Laurie Magnus, m.a a primer of 

WORDSWORTH. Crown Zvo. 2t,6d, 



J P. MaJiafly, LittD. A HISTORY OX 
THE EGYPT OF T 



Fully Illustrated. 



THE PTOLEMIES. 
Crown &V0, 6s. 



F. W. Haitland, LL.D., Downing Professor 
of the Laws of England in the University of 
Cambridge. CANON LAW IN ENG- 
LAND. Royal Zvo, fs. 6d. 

H. & HaldeZL M.A., ENGLISH RE- 
CORDS. A Companion to the History of 
England. Crown Bvo. y. 6d. 

THE ENGLISH CITIZEN: HIS RIGHTS 
AND DUTIES. Crown Zvo, is, 6d, 

E. C. Marchant, M.A. , Fellow of Peterhousr, 
Cambridge, and Assistant Master at St. Paul's 
School. A GREEK ANTHOLOGY. 
Croton Zvo. y. 6d. 

E. C. Uarchant, M.A, and A. M. Cook. 

M.A. PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Crown Zvo, y. 6d, 

'We know no book of this class better 
fitted for use in the higher forms of schools.' 
— Guardian, 

J. E. Mair, F.R.S., Fellow of St. John's 
College, Cambridge. THE SCIENTIFIC 
STUDY OF SCENERY. Illustrated. 
Crown Zvo, 6s, 

* A volume, moderate in size and readable 
in style, which will be acceptable alike to 
the student of geology and geography, and 
to the tourist.' — Athenantm, 

A. J. Mason. THOMAS CRANMER. 
With Portrait. Crown Zvo, y. 6d. 

[Leaders of Religion. 

George Kassee. THE EVOLUTION OF 

PLANT LIFE: Lower Forms. With 
Illustrations. Crown Zvo, 2s. 6d. 

[University Extension Series. 

C. F. O. Masterman, M.A. tennyson 

AS A RELIGIOUS TEACHER. Crown 
Zvo. 6s, 

'A thoughtful and penetrating apprecia- 
tion, full of interest and suggestion.' — 
World, 

Annie DCatheSOn. See Mrs. Craik. 

Emma S. Mellows. A short. STORV 

OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Crown 
Zvo, y. 6d, 

'A lucid and well-arranged account of 
the growth of English literature.' — Pall 
Mall Gazette. 

L. C. Miall, F.R.S. See Gilbert White. 

B. B. MiChelL THE ART AND PRAC- 
TICE OF HAWKING. With 3 Photo- 

fravures by G. E. Lodge, and other 
llustratlons. Demy Zvo, zof. td, . . 
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Xamiaii. TRB LIFE AND LETTERS 
OP SIR JOHN EVERETT MILLAIS. 
President of the Royal Academy. With 319 
lUttstrations, of which 9 are Photogravure, 
acv/x. Roy«UZv0, aot. tut. 

' This splendid worlc'—lVcrU. 

* Of such abaorbtng interest is it, of such 
completeness in scope and beauty. Special 
tribute must be paid to the extraordinary 
oompleteoess of the illostrations.' — Grm/kic. 

J. O. MIHW. M.A. A HISTORY OF 
ROMAN EGYPT. Fully Illustrated. 
Crvwm 81W* ts. 

P. dkalBMn mtdMU, M. A. OUTLINES 
OF BIOLOGY. lUustrated. Stamd 
Edition. Crown %vo. 6f . 

A text - book designed to cover the 
Schedule issued by the Royal College of 
Physidant and Swoons. 

D. miOlr. MANSIEWAUCH. Edited 
by T. F. Henderson. PottZvo. Ctoth^ 
XX. 6</. ntii Uather^ 9t, ftd. net, 

[Little Library. 

H. & Moore. BACK TO THE LAND : 
An Inquiry into the cure for Rural DepopU' 
latioa. Crmm Bvc. ax. 6d. 

tSoctal Questions Series. 

W. R. MorflU, Oriel College, Oxford. A 
HISTORY OF RUSSIA FROM PETER 
THE GREAT TO ALEXANDER II. 
With Maps and Plans. Crtmm 8cw. 71. 6d, 
This history, is founded on a study 
of original documents, and though neces- 
sarily brief, is the most comprehensive 
narrative in existence. Considerable atten- 
tion has been paid to the social and literary 
development of the country, and the recent 
expansion of Russia in Asia. 

E. J. Morlcll, late of Clifton College. 
GERMAN EXAMINATION PAPERS 
IN MISCELLANEOUS GRAMMAR 
AND IDIOMS. Ft/iA Ediiion, Crrnvn 

ZVO. 2S. 6d, 

[School Examination Series. 

A Key, issued to Tutors and Private 
Students only, to be had on application 
to the Publishers. Secoftd Edition. 
Crown Zvo. 6t. net, 

MlM AndorSOn MortOXL See Miss Brod- 
rick. 

H. C. O. Monle, D.D. CHARLES 
SIMEON. With Portrait. Crown %t>o, 
2s.6d, [Leaders of Religion. 

M. H. PattiBozL Kuir. m.a. the 

CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. The Ele- 
mentary Principles of Chemistry. Illus- 
trated. CroivH Zvo, 9S, 6d, 

[University Extension Series. 

V. A. MnndeUa, M.A. SeeJ. T.Dunn. 



W.aMML SeeR.N.HalL 

n. W. NeyinsoiL LADYSMITH: The 

Diary of a Siege. With x6 Illustrations and 
a Plan. Second Edition. Crown 8tv. 6s. 

James Northcote, R.A., THE conver. 

SATIONS OF, AND JAMES WARD. 
Edited by Ernest Fletcher. With many 
Portraits. Domy %vo. tos. 6d, 

* Mr. Fletcher's book will range and rank 
with Haalitfs.— GA;*^. 

* Everv reader, with any taste for art, will 
find the book engrossing.' — Vo^-kskire Post. 

A H. Norway, Author of * Highways and By- 
ways in Devon and Cornwall.' NAPLES : 
PAST AND PRESENT. With 40 Illus- 
trations by A. G. Ferard. Crown wo. 6s. 

BtandlBb O^Orady. THE- STORY OF 

IRELAND. Crovm 8w. as. 6d, 



Mrs. Oliphant. 

With Portrait. 



THOMAS CHALMERS. 
Crown Zvo. 3X. 6d^ 

[Leaders of Religion. 

G. W. Qmaa. m.a., Fellow of All Souls', 
Oxford. A HISTORY OF THE ART 
OF WAR. VoL XI.: The Middle Ages, 
from the Fourth to the Fourteenth Century. 
Illustrated. Demy Zvo, su. 

* The whole art of war in its historic evolu* 
tion has never been treated on such an 
ample and comprehensive scale, and we 
question if any recent contribution to the 
exact history of the world has possessed 
more enduring value.' — Daily Chronicle. 

Prince Henri of Orleans, from ton- 
kin TO INDIA. Translated by Hamlby 
Bent, M.A. With 100 Illustrations and a 
Map. Crown 4to, gilt top. 25;. 

R. L. Ottley, M. A., late Fellow of Magdalen 
College, Oxon., and Principal of Pusey 
House. THE DOCTRINE OF THE 
INCARNATION. Second and cheaper 
Edition, Demy Zvo, 12s. 6d. 

[Handbooks of Theology. 
' A clear and remarkably full account of 
the main currents of speculation. Scholarly 
precision . . . genume tolerance . . . 
intense interest in his subject — are Mr. 
Ottley's mtxitSt'^-Guardian. 

LANCELOT ANDREWES. With Por- 
trait. Crown Zvo. y. 6d. 

[Leaders of Religion. 

J. H. Orerton, M.A. JOHN WESLEY. 
With Portrait. CroTvn Zvo. is. 6d. 

[Leaders of Religion. 

M. N. Oxford, of Guy's Hospital. A 
HANDBOOK OF NURSING. Crown 
Zvo. y. 6d. 

* The most useful work of the kind that 
we have seen. A most valuable and prac- 
tical vaxaaaX.' -^Manchester Guardian. 
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W. C. 0. PakM. THE SCIENCE OF 

HYGIENE. With numerous Illustrations. 

 'A thoroughgoing working text-book of 
its subject, practical and weIl>stocked.' — 
Scotsman, 

tttii. L4on Parmentier and Bflt. Bidez. 

EVAGRIUS. Edited by. Deiny Svo. 
ios.6d.net. [ Byzantine Texts. 

E. W. PanL See Laurence Sterne. 

E. H. Pearce, m.a. the annals of- 

CHRIST'S hospital. With many 
Illustrations. DemyZvo. "js.td., 

'A well-writteui copious, authentic his* 
tory.' — Times. 

B. E. Peary, Gold Medallist of the Royal 
Geographical Society. NORTHWARD 
OVER THE GREAT ICE. With over 800 
Illustrations. 2 vols. Royal Svo. 32s. net. 

His book will take its place among^ the 
permanent literature of Arctic exploration.' 
— Times. 

Sidney Peel, late F'ellow of Trinity College, 
Oxford, and Secretary to the Royal Com- 
mission on the Ltcensmg Laws. PRACTI- 
CAL LICENSING REFORM. Second 
Edition, Crown Zvo. is. 6d. 

M. Pefugini SELECTIONS FROM 
WILLIAM BLAKE. Foit Bvo. Cloth, 
\s. 6d. net; leather , as. 6d. net. 

[Little Library. 

J. P. Peters. B.D. THE OLD TESTA- 
MENT AND THE NEW SCHOLAR- 
SHIP. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

[Churchman's Library. 

* Every page reveals wide reading, used 
with sound and scholarly judgment.' 

—lifanchester Guardian. 

W. M. Flinders Petrie, D. C. K , LL, D. , Pro- 

feasor of Egyptology at University College. 
A HISTORY OF EGYPT, prom the 
Earlikst Timbs to the Present Day. 
Fully Illustrated. In six volumes. Crown 
Svo, 6s, each, 

* A history written in the spirit of scientific 
precision so worthily represented by Dr. 
Petrie and his school qannot but promote 
sound .and accurate study, and supply a 
vacant place in the English literature of 
Egyptology.'— TVm^x. 

Vol. I. Prehistoric Times to XVIth 

Dvnastv. Fourth Edition. 
Vol. II. The XVI Itm and XVIIIth Dy- 

NASTIES. Third Edition, 
Vol. TV. The Egyit op the Ptolemies. 

J. P. Mai^afpy, Litt.D. 
Vol. v. Roman Egypt. J. G. Milne, M.A. 
Vol, vl Egypt in the Middle Ages. 

Stanley Lane-Poole, M.A. 



RELIGION AND CONSCIENCS, IN 
ANCIENT EGYPT. Fully Illustrated. 
Crown Svo, as. 6dm 

SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL 
EL AMARNA TABLETS. Crown tvc, 
as. 6d, 

EGYPTIAN TALES. Illustrated by Trist- 
ram Ellis. In Two Volumes, Crown Svir. 
3^. 6d. each. 

EGYPTIAN DECORATIVE ART. With 
X20 Illustrations. Crown Zva. 3^. 6d. • •« 

' In these lectures he displays rare skill 
in elucidating the development of decora- 
tive art in Egypt.'— 7y««i«. 

Pliilip Pienaar. WITH STEYN AND 

DE WET. Second Edition, Crown Svo. 
2s.6d, 

A narrative of the adventures of a Boer 
telegraphist of the Orange Free State 
during the war. 

PlautOS. THE CAPTIVI. Edited, with 
an Introduction, Textual Notes, and a Com- 
mentary, by W. M, Lindsay, Fellow of 
Jesus College, Oxford. Demy ovo. los. 6d, 
net. 

For this edition all the important mss. 
have been re-collated. An appendix, deals 
with the accentual element in early Latin 
verse. The Commentary is very full. 

I A work of great erudition and fine scholar- 
ship. ' — Scotsman, 

THE CAPTIVI. Adapted for Lower Forms, 
by J. H. Freese, M.A., late Fellow of St. 
John's, Cambridge, ts. 6d. 

J. T. Plowden-Wardlaw, B.A.. King's 

College, Cambridge. EXAMINATION 
PAPERS IN ENGLISH HISTORY. 
Crown Zvo. as. 6d. 

[School Examination Series. 

M. C. Potter. M.A., F.L.S. A TEXT- 
BOOK OF AGRICULTURAL BOTANY. 
Illustrated, and Edition, Crown SvO. 
4X. 6d. (University Extension Series. 

L. L. Price, M.A., Fellow of Oriel College, 
Oxon. A HISTORY OF ENGlJSH 
PO LITICAL ECONOMY. Third 
Edition. Crotvn Svo. ' as. 6d, 

[University Extension Series. 

"Q." THE GOLDEN POMP. A Proces- 
sion of English Lyrics. Arranged by A. T. 
QiiiLLER Couch. Crown Svo, Buckram. 
6s. 

R. B. Rackbam, M.A. THE ACTS OF 
THE APOSTLES. With Introduction 
and Notes. Demy Si'o, \ai. 6d. 

[Oxford Commeottriisd. 

' A really helpful book. Both introduction 
and commentary are marked by common 
sense and adequate knowledge. '^-Guardian, 
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& W. KaWiflOlph, D.D., Principal of the 
Theological College. Ely. THUrPSALMS 
OF DAVID. With an IntrodnctioQ and 
Notct. Paii Bcv. CUtA, as.; Uathtrt 
9S, 6d, tut, [Library of Devotion. 

A devotional and practical edition of the 
Pkayer Book reriion of the Psalms. 

HmUbCI Bf **^n^^. M. A. , Fellow and Tutor 
of New College. Oxford. DOCTRINE 
AND DEVELOPMENT. Cnm* 8cv. 6t, 

M.A. UNIVERSITY AND 

ETTLEMENTS. Crowm %vo. 

[Social Questions Series. 

OlllXlM TUfhft^^^M*" THE ENGLISH 
TURF. With numerous Illusdrations and 
Plans. Dtmy 8cv. 15*. 

' From its sensible introduction to its verv 
oomi^ex index^ this is about the best book 
that we are likely for some time to see 
upon the subject with which it deals.'— 

ILKSolMrtl. See C. a Channer. 

A BOlMrtMIL D.D., Principal of King's 
College, Loindon. REGNUM DEI. The 
Bampton Lectures of 1901. Demy Sva. 
131. &f. net, 

* A notable volume. Its chief value and 
interest is in its historic treatment of its 
great theme.' — Daily News. 

* It is altogether a solid piece of work and 
a valuable contribution to the history of 
Christian thought '"-^c^/fMMw. 

8ir0.8.SobertMiii,K.CS.L CHITRAL: 

The Story of a Minor Si^e. With numer- 
ous Illustrations, Map and Plans. Second 
Edition, Demy 8kv. xor. 6d, 

'A book which the Elizabethans would 
nave thought wonderful. More thrilling, 
more piquant, and more human than any 
ucpftX.'^Nowceuile Chronicle* 

J. W. Robert8on-8coU. THE PEOPLE 

OF CHINA. With a Map. Crotvn Bvo. 
3'- 6d, 

A W. RoMnson, Vicar of All Hallows, 
Barking. THE EPISTLE TO THE 
GALATIANS. Explained. Fca^. Zvo, 
IS. 6d. net* [Churchman s Bible. 

* The most attractive, sensible, and in- 
structive manual for people at large, i^ich 
we have ever seen.' — Church Gazette, 

CeciliaBobiiuoxL THE MINISTRY OF 
DEACONESSES. With an Introduction 
by the Lord Bishop of Winchester. Crown 
Bvo, 3«. 6d, 

a.* BodWall, B.A. NEW TESTAMENT 
GREEK. A Course for Beginners. With 
a Prefhce by Walter Lock, jD.D., Warden 
of Keble College. Fca^, 8vo, y. 6d, 



Bdwaxd Bom. the rosr reader. 

With numerous Illustrations. Cnaxun Svo. 
as,6d. Also in 4 Parts, Parts /. and II, 
^d, each I Part III, Sd,; Pari IV, xod. 

A reader on a new and original plan. 

The distinctive feature ef this book is the 
entire avoidance of irr^^Iarly-spelt words 
until the^ pupil has thoroughly mastered 
the principle of reading, and learned its 
enjoyment. The reading of connected sen- 
tences begins from the first page, before the 
entire aljinabet is introduced. 

B. DenlMn Bom, M. A See W. Beckfoid, 
A. W. Kinglake, and F. H. Skrine. 

A. & Bubie, M.A, Head Master of the 
Royal Naval School, Eltham. TH£ GOS- 
PEL ACCORDING TO ST. MARK. 
Edited by. With three Maps. Crtnvn Zvo. 
IS, 6d, [Methuen's Junior Sk:hool Books. 

W. Clark BmwelL THE LIFE of 

ADMIRAL LORD COLLINGWOOD. 
With Illustrations by F. Br ang wyn. F'ourtk 
Edition, Crown Bvo, 6s, 

' A book which we should like to see in 
the hands of every boy in the country.'— 
Si. James's Gaaette, 

Viscoimt 8t CyrM. THE LIFE OF 

FRANCOIS DE FENELON. lUus- 
trated. Demy 8vo. los, 6d, 

* A work of high historical and lively in- 
terest.'— Ok/Aw*. 

A most interesting life of a'most interest- 
ing personage.' — Scotsman. 

* We lutve in this admirable volume a most 
valuable addition to our historical pcMtrait 
gallery.' — Daily News. 

8t. Fraiiois de Sales. ON the love 

OF GOD. Edited by W. J. Knox-Littlk, 
M.A. Pott Bvo, Cloth, 2S.; Uather, 
as. 6d net [Library of Devotion. 

j.Sargeaimt,M.A. annals of west- 
minster SCHOOL. With numerous 
Illustrations. Demy Bvo. js, 6d. 



C. Sathas. 

psellus. 



the HISTORY OF 
Demy Bxm>, \^, tut. 

[Byzantine Texts. 

[.a.8e^ffir^F.R.S. DRAGONS OF THE 
AIR. With many Illustrations. Crown 
Bvo, 6s, 

A popular history of the most remarkable 
flying animals which ever lived. Their rela- 
tions to mammals, birds, and rei>tiles, living 
and extinct, are snown by an original series 
of illustrations. The scattered remains pre- 
served in Europe and the United States luive 
been put together accurately to show die 
varied forms of the animals. The book is a 
natural hbtory of these extinct ani^ n^^^ 
which flew by means of a single finger. 
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V. p. SellB, M.A. THE MECHANICS 
OF DAILY LIFE. Illustrated. Craztm 
Bv«» 9s, 6d» [University Extension Series. 

Edmund fMoni. TOMMY SMITH'S 

ANIMALS. Illustrated by G. W. Ord. 
Second Edition, Fcap, Bvo. ar. 6d. 

' A quaint, fascinating little book : a nur- 
sery classic '—A thenteum, 

William BlialcenMare. 

THE ARDEN EDITION. 

Demy Bvo. 3s. 6d, each volume. General 
Editor, W. J. Craig. An Edition of 
Shakespeare in single Plays. Edited with 
a full Introduction, Textual Notes, and 
a Commentary at the foot of the page. The 
first volumes are : — 

HAMLET. Edited by Edward Dowden, 
Litt.D. 

' Fully up to the level of recent scholarship, 
both English and German.' — Academy, 

ROMEO AND JULIET. Edited by 
Edward Dowden, Litt.D. 

'No edition of Shakespeare is likely to 
prove more attractive and satisfactory than 
this one. It is beautifully printed and paged 
and handsomely and simply bound.' — 

St, James* s Gazette, 

KING LEAR. Edited by W. J. Craig. 

'We are^ gratefrl for a learned and 
sensible edition of the play. ' — Morning Post, 

JULIUS CAESAR. Edited by M. Mac- 

MXLLAN, M.A. 

THE TEMPEST. Edited by Morton 
Luce. 

A. Sliarp. VICTORIAN POETS. Cr(nvn, 
Bvo, 9s, 6d, [University Extension Series. 

J. 8. Shedlock. the pianoforte 

SONATA : Its Origin and Development. 
Crown Bvo. y. 

* This work should be in the posseisioa of 
every musician and amateur. A concise 
and lucid history and a very valuable work 
for reference.' — Athenaum, 

Arthnr Sherwell, M.A. life in west 

LONDON. Third Edition, CrownBvo, 
9s. td, [Social Questions Series. 

F. H. Bkrine and E. D. Bobs, the 

HEART OF ASIA. With Maps and 
many Illustrations by Vbrbstckagin. 
Large Crown Bvo, lof. td, net, 

' This volume will form a landmark in our 
knowledge of Central Asia. . . . Illuminat- 
ing and couvt&cing.'— TVm^f . 

Evan Small, M.A. THE earth. An 

Introduction to Physiography. Illustrated. 
Crown Bvo, oe, 6a, 

[University Extension Series. 



Nowell C Smitb, Fellow of NeW College, 
Oxford. SELECTIONS FROM 
WORDSWORTH. Pott ^tw. Cloth, 
xs, 6d, net; leather, ar. 6d, net. 

[Little Library. 

SopbOdeB. ELECTRA AND AJAX. 
Translated by E. D. A. MorsHBAD, M.A., 
Assistant Master at Winchester, as. 6d. 

[Classical Translations. 

B. SontlieY. ENGLISH SEAMEN 
(Howard, Clifford, Hawkins, Drake, Caven- 
dish). Edited, with an Introduction, by 
David Hannat. Second Edition, Crown 
Bvo, 6s, 

* A brave, inspiriting hocHu'^-Blach emd 
White. 

C. H. Spenoe, M.A., Clifton College. HIS- 
TORY AND GEOGRAPHY EXAM- 
INATION PAPERS. Second Edition, 
Crown Bvo, as. 6d. 

[School Examination Series. 

W. A Spooner. M.A, Fellowof New College', 
Oxford. BISHOP BUTLER. With Por- 
trait. CroTvn Bvo. -^s, 6d, 

[Leaders of Religion. 

J. W. Stanbridge, B.D., Rector of Sainton, 
Canon of York, and sometime Fellow of St. 
John's College, Oxford. A BOOK OF 
DEVOTIONS.- Pott Bvo, Cloth, as.; 
leather, as, 6d, net, [Library of Devotion. 

' It is probably the best book of its kind. 
It deserves high commendation.'— CAnrcA 
Gaxette, 

See also Cardinal Bona. 

*8taacliJr.' GOLF DO'S AND DONT'S. 
Fcap. Bvo, IS, 

A H. M. Stedman, M.A. 

INITIA LATINA : Easv Lessons 00 Ele- 
mentary Accidence. Fi/ta Edition. Fcap. 
Bvo, xs, 

FIRST LATIN LESSONS. Sixth Edition. 
Crown Bvo, as, 

FIRST LATIN READER. With Notes 
adapted to the Shorter Latin Primer and 
Vocabulary, Fifth Edition revised. xBmo. 
xs. 6d. 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM CiESAR. 
Parti. The Helvetian War. Second Edi- 
tion. xBmo. xs. 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM LIVY. Part i. 
The Kings of Rome. xBmo, Second Edi- 
tion, xs. 6d. 

EASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Eighth Edition. 
Fcap. Bvo. xs. 6d. 

EXEMPLA LATINA. First Lessons in 
Latin Accidence. With Vocabulary. .Crown 
Bvo, xs. 
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EASY LATIN EXERaSES ON THE 
SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER AND 
REVISED LATIN PRIMER. With 
VocaboluT. EiihtkmMdCkM^EdiHom, 
vi'^mritUn, Crown %O0, is. 6if. Ksr 
yt. tut* Or^uml Edition, as. 6d, 

THE LATIN COMPOUND SENTENCE : 
Roles and Exercises. Stctnd Edition, 
Cmm %oo, XX. 6</. With Vocabulary, as. 

NOTANDA QUAEDAM: Miscellaneous 
Latin Exercises on Comoion Ruks and 
Idioms. Fnnrik Edition, Fcnp,t/oo. ts.6d. 
With Vocabulary. »s* Key, sx. not 

LATIN VOCABULARIES FOR REPETI- 
TION: Arranged according to Subjects. 
rgtUk Edition. Fa^, Bvo. is. 6d. 

A VOCABULARY OF LATIN IDIOMS. 
iZmo, Second Edition, it 

STEPS TO GRE£K. Second Edition, n- 

9i90d, iSMtf. 1*. 

A SHORTER GREEK PRIMER. Crown 
%V0* xs. 6d, 

EASY GREEK EXERCISES. By C G. 
BoTTiNCi B.A. Crown Zvc. as. 

EASY GREEK PASSAGES FOR XWSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Third Edition^revised. 
Fcm^. 809. XX. 6d. 

GREEK VOCABULARIES FQR REPETI- 
• TION. Arranged according to Subjects. 
Third Edition, Fcap. Bvo. xs. 6d. 

GREEK TESTAMENT SELECTIONS. 
For the use of Schools. With Introduction, 
Notes, and Vocabulary. Third Edition. 

 Fcap, Bcv. ax. 6d, 

STEPS TO FRENCH. Fzyth Edition. 
iBma, Bd. 

HRST FRENCH LESSONS. Fi/th Edi- 
tion^ revised. Crown Bvo, is. 

EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION. F<mrth Edi- 
tion^ revised, Fcap, Bvo. is, 6d. 

EASY FRENCH EXERCISES ON ELE- 
MENTARY SYNTAX. With Vocabulary. 
Second Edition. Crown Zvo. as. 6d. Key. 
y. net. 

FRENCH VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PETITION : Arranged according to Sub- 
jects. Tenth Edition. Fcap. Svo, is, 

FRENCH EXAMINATION PAPERS IN 
MISCELLANEOUS GRAMMAR AND 
IDIOMS. Eleventh Edition, Crown Zvo. 
as. 6d. [School Examination Series. 

A Key, issued to Tutors and Private 
Students only, to be had on application 
to the Publishers. Ff/th Edition. 
Crown Bva. 6x. net. 



GENERAL KNOWLEDGE EXAMINA. 
TION PAPERS. Third Edition.. C^vwn 
Mvo. at.6d [School Examination Series. 

Kby (Second Edition) issued as above 
7X. net. 

GREEK EXAMINATION PAPERS IN 
MISCELLANEOUS GRAMMAR AND 
IDIOMS. Sixth Edition. ^ Cfrmm 8ve. 
as, 6d, [School Examination Series. 

Key (Second Edition) Issued as above. 
6s. net. 

LATIN EXAMINATION PAPERS IN 
MISCELLANEOUS GRAMMAR AND 
IDIOMS. Tenth Edition. Crown 2ivo. 
as, 6d, [School Examination Series. 

Key (Fourth Edition) issued as above. 
6s. net, 

R. Elliott Steel, M.A., F.Cg. the 

WORLD OF SCIENCE. Including 
Chemistry, Heat, Light, Sound, Magnetism, 
Electricity, Botany, Zoology, Physiolc^y, 
Astronomy, and Geology. 147 Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown S/zw. as. 6d. 

PHYSICS EXAMINATION PAPERS. 
Crown Zvo. as. 6d. 

[School Examination Series. 

C. StepheniOn, of the Technical College, 
Bradford, and F. SudllardA, of the York- 
shire College, Leeds. ORNAMENTAL 
DESIGN FOR WOVEN FABRICS. 
Demy Zvo. Second Edition, jt. 6d. 

J. StepbenBon, M.A. the chief 

TRUTHS OF the CHRISTIAN 
FAITH. Crown Zvo. y. 6d. 

An attempt to present in clear and popular 
form the ^ main truths of the Faith. The 
book is intended for lay workers in the 
Church, for educated parents and for 
teachers generally. 

Laurence Sterne. A sentimental 

JOURNEY. Edited by H. W. Paul. 
Pott Zvo. Ciothf IS. 6d. net; leather^ 
as. 6d. net. [Little Library. 

W. Bterry, m.a. annals of eton 

COLLEGE. With numerous Illustrations. 
Demy Zvo. <js. 6d. 

R. L. Stevenson. THE letters of 

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON TO 
HIS . FAMILY AND FRIENDS. 
Selected and Edited, with Notes and Intro- 
ductions, by Sidney Colvin. Sijcih and 
Cheaper Edition. Crown Zvo. X2f . 

Library Edition. Demy Zvo. avols. ass.nrt. 

' Irresistible in their raciness, their variety, 
their animation ... of extraordinary 
fascination. A delightful inheritance, the 
truest record of a "richly compounded 
spirit " that the literature of our time has 
preserved/— Zfuw^x. 
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VAILI&IA LETTERS. With an Etched 
Portrait by William Strang. Third 
JEditloH. CrvwHBva, BuckrujH, 6s. 

THE LIFE OFR. L, STEVENSON. See 
G. Balfour. 

E. CL Stone, M.A, late Assistant Master at 
Eton. SELECTIONS FROM THE 
ODYSSEY. Fca^itw, u.6tf. 

Charles Straehey. See Chesterfield 

A. W. Btreane, D.D. ECCLESIASTES. 
Eicplaioed. Fcap, Ztw, is» 6d, lui. 

. [Churchman's Bible. 

'Scholarly, suggestive, and particularly 
interesting. ' — B^o^an. 

Clement E. Stretton. A HISTORY OF 

THE MIDLAND RAILWAY. With 
numerous Illustrations. Demy Svc, 12s. 6ii. 

H. BtXOnd. D.Sc, M. A, Professor of Phyncs 
in the Durham College of Science, New- 
castle-on-Tyne. PRACTICAL PHYSICS. 
Fully Illustrated. CnrwMBva, y»6d. 

[Textbooks of Technology. 

F. Snddards. See C. Stephenson. 

Jonatlian Swift THE JOURNAL TO 

STELLA Edited by G. A Aitken. 
Crown Zvo, 6s. 

(Methuen's Standard Library. 

J. B. Symefl, M.A. THE FRENCH 
REVOLUTION. Crown Sw. ts.6d. 

(University Exteonon Series. 

Tacttns. AGRICOLA. With Introduction, 
Notes, Map, eta By R. F. Pavis, M.A, 
late Assistant Master at Weymouth College. 
Crown Bvo. 9S, 

GERMANIA By the same Editor. Crtwn 

890. OS. 

AGRICOLA AND GERMANIA Translated 
bv R. B. TowNSHBND, late Scholar of 
Trinity College, Cambridge. Crown tvo, 
9/. 6d. [Classical Translations. 

J.Tanler. the inner way. Being 
Thirty-six Sermons for Festivals by John 
Taulbr. Edited, with an Introauction. 
ByAW.HuTTON,M.A Pott2vo. Chth, 
2s. ; ioathgTf as, 6d. net» 

[Library of Devotion. 

E L. Tannton. A history of the 

JESUITS IN ENGLAND. WUh llhis- 
tratioQS. Domy B/tra, 9\s, net, 

*A history of permanent value, which 
covers ground never proi>erly investigated 
Isefore, and is replete with the results of 
original research. A most interesting and 
canful hofAi.*—Lttertiture, 

F. a Taylor, M.A COMMERCIAL 
ARITHMETIC Third Editiofi, Crown 
Sfv. x«. 6d* [Commercial Series. 



T. M. Taylor, M.A, Fellow of GonvUleand 

Caius College, Cambridge. A CONSTI- 
TUTIONAL AND POLITICAL HIS- 
TORY OF ROME. Crown 8vo. 7s, 6d. 

* We fully recognise the valtm of this 
carefully written work, and admireespedally 
the lairness and sobrirty of his judgment and 
the human interest with which he has* in- 
spired a subject which in some hands be- 
comes a mere series of cold* abstractions. It 
is a work that will be stimulating to the 
student of Roman history. '—Athemawn, 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson. THE early 

POEMS OF. Edited, with Notes and an 
Introduction, by J. Churton Collins, 
M.A Crown 8tv. &r. 

[Methuen's Standard Library. 

Also with xo Illustrations in Photogravure 
by W. £. F. Brittbk. Domy %vo, 10s. 6d, 

An elaborate edition of the celebrated 
volume which iraus published in its final and 
definitive form in x8^^ This edition con* 
tains a long Introduction and copious Notes, 
textual and explanatory. It also certains 
in an Appendix all the Foems which Tenny- 
son afterwards omitted. 

MAUD. Edited by Elizabeth Words- 
worth. Pott Svo. CUtk. XX. 6d, net ; 
leatkoTy as. 6d, net. [Little Library. 

IN MEMORLAM« Edited, with an Intro- 
duction and Notes, by H. C. Beech ing, 
M.A Poit ^tf^ Cloth, js. 6d. net; 
leather, as. 6d, net, [Little Library. 

THE EARLY POEMS OF. Edited by J. 

. C. CoLLiNfi, M.A. Pott&vo. Cloth, IS. 6d. 

net; leetther, as, 6d. net. [Little Libnuy. 

THE PRINCESS. Edited by Elizabeth 
Wordsworth. Pott Bvo. Cloth, xs, 6d. 
net; leather, as. 6d, net, [Little Library. 

AUce TertmL LIGHTS AND SHADOWS 
IN A HOSPITAL. Crown Zvo, 3s,6d. 

W. K. Tbackeray. VANITY Pair. 

With an Introduction by S. Gwvnn. Three 
Volumes, Pott tvo, JSaeh volume, cloth, 
xs. 6d, net; leathor, as, 6d. n^t. 

rUttle Library. 

PENDENNIS. Edited by S. Gwynn. 
Three Volumes. PoitZvo. Each volume, 
cloth, xs. 6d. net ; leather, as, 6d, net, 

[Little library. 

F. W. TUeobaU, M.A INSECT LIFE, 
Illustrated. Crown 9vo. as, 6d. 

[University Sxteosion Series. 

A R. ThOmiMOn. CAMBRIDGE AND 
ITS COLLEGES. Illustnted by £. H, 
New. Pott Bsfo, Cloth, xs.; leather, 
ys. 6d, net. [Little Guides. 

* It is brightly written and learned, and 
is just such a bode as a cultured visitor 
needs. '^Scotsman, 
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Vlffet TOf&bMb littD., M.A See Dante. 
DAKTE STUDIES AND RESEARCHES. 

THE LIFE OF DANTE ALIGHIERI. 
With i« lUostntioiu. Second EdiUmt. 
Ectif, 9p0, Clotht 3«. 6d,: Umtkert 4X. 
mtt. [Little Biographies. 

KMlMrt Ttvncb. DEIRDRE wed : and 
Other Poems. Crvwm Zvo. y, 

miUp TrvTOr (Duxl THE LIGHTER 
SIDE OF CRICKET. Crmim 9va. 69, 

*A wholly entertaining book.'— (^Axiri^w 
fffrmU 

* The most welcome book on our national 
game published for jtmx%.*^CauMiy GentU' 



O. B. TnmtlMek. WESTMINSTER 
ABBEY. Ilhutrated bv F. D. Bbdford. 
Potiboo. Cictk,^,: UttiJker. y. 6d, fui, 

[Little Guides. 
*A delisfatiul miniature hand-book.'— 
GUugaw Hiraidt 

* In comeliness, and perhaps in complete- 
ness, this work must take the first place.' — 
Academy. 

* A reaJly first-rate guide-book.'— 

Literainrt, 

OMtrndd Tll0kw«IL THE STATE and 
ITS CHILDREN. Crvum8v9. at,6d, 

[Social Ques t i o ns Series. 

lonlsa TwinixLg. WORKHOUSES and 

pauperism: Crown SO0. os. 6d 

[Social Questions Series. 

O. W. Wade, D.D. OLD TESTAMENT 
HISTORY. With Maps. CtvwnZxMf. 6t. 

'Careful, scholarly, embodying the best 
results of modem criticism, and written 
with great lucidity.'->J?jr«»r»«tfr. 

laftakWaltoa. THE lives OF DONNE, 
WOTTON, HOOKER, HERBERT and 
SANDERSON. With an Introduction by 
Ybkno* Blackburn, and a Portrait. 3^. 6d, 

THE COMPLEAT ANGLER. Edited by 
J. Buchan. PoitSva, Cloth, xs,6d,net; 
leatktr, u. 6d, net, (Little Library. 

Grace Wazraok. See Lady Julian of Nor- 
wich. 

Kn. Alfred WaterliouBe. A LITTLE 

BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH. . Edited 
by. Pott ivo, Chthf is, 6d. net; leather ^ 
as. 6d, net. [Little Library. 

0. C. J. Webb, M.A. See St. AnseUn. 

F. C. Webber. CARPENTRY AND 
JOINERY, With many Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown Zvo. 3s. 6d. 

*An admirable elementary text-book on 
the subject.'— ^cr/Zd^^r. 



Bldnef H. Wells. PRACTICAL ME- 
CHANICS. With 75 Illustrations and 
Diagrams. Second Edition, Crown, %oo. 
|r. Qd; [Textbooks of Technology. 

J. WellB, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Wadham 
CollMe. OXFORD AND OXFORD 
LIF£. By Members of the University. 
Third Edition.  Crown %oo, 3s. 6di 

A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. Thin/ 
Edition, With 3 Maps. Cr, 8vo. y, 6d. 
This book is intended for the Middle and 
Upper Forms of Public Schools and for 
Plus Stndents at the Univenities. It con- 
tains copious Tables, et& 

' An anginal work Hrritten on an original 
plan, and with uncommon freshness and 
yig,oxxr.*-^^aher, 

OXFORD AND ITS COLLEGES. Illus- 
trated by E. H. New. Fourth Edition. 
Pott %vo. Clothe 3«. ; leather, or. 6tL net. 

[Little Guides. 
*Aa admirable and accurate little treat- 
ise, attractively illustrated.' — World, 

F. WeetOn, M.A., Curate of St. Matthews, 
Westminster. THE HOLY SACRIFICE. 
Pott 800. ^d, net, 

Htien 0. Wetmore. the last of the 

GREAT scouts (' 3uiEslo BiU % With 
IMustratioos. Demy ^0. 6#. 

* A narrative of one of the most attractive 
figures in the public eye.' — DaUy Chronicle, 

aWhiUflF. See Henley and Whibley. 

L. WhibleTi M.A., Fellow of Pembroke 
College, Ounbridge. GREEK OLIGAR- 
CHIES: THEIR ORGANISATION 
AND CHARACTER. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

0. H. Wbitaker, m.a. the epistle 

OF ST. PAUL THE APOSTLE TO 
THE EPHESIANS. Edited by. Fca/. 
9ifo, xt, 6d, net, [Churchman's Bible. 

aUbert Wbite. THE NATURAL HIS- 
TORY OP SELBORNE. Edited by 
L. C Miall, F.R.S., assisted by W. 
Wards Fowler, M.A. Crown 9vo. 6s. 
[Methuen's Standard Library. 

B. E. Wbitfleld. PRECIS WRITING 
AND OFFICE CORRESPONDENCE. 
Crown Ufe, as, [Commercial Series. 

COMMERCIAL EDUCATION IN 
THEORY AND PRACTICE. Crown 
^vo. ss. 

An introduction to Methuen's Commercial 
Series treating the question of Commercial 
Education fully from both the point of view 
of the teacher and of the parent. 

[Conunercial Series. 

SOsfl Whitley. See Lady DUke. 
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IXr. F. Wmdns, B.A. THE ALIEN 
INVASION. CfvwH Bvc, t. 6d. 

[Socwl Qnestions Sctics. 

J. F^me WiZklDson, M.A. mutual 

THRIFT. Ct9vmZv0, 9s.6d. 

[Social Questimis Series. 

w. WiUiamBon. THE British gar- 
dener. Illustzated. Dtmydvo. xor.^. 

W.WmiamflM>n,B.A. JUNIOR ENGLISH 
EXAMINATION PAPERS. J^ca/. 8w. 
IS. [Junior Examination Series. 

A JUNIOR ENGLISH GRAMMAR. With 
numerous passages for parsing and analysis, 
and a chapter on Essay Writing. Crown 
8tv. as. [Methuen's Junior School Books. 

A CLASS-BOOK OF DICTATION 
PASSAGES. Ft/iA Ediiion, Crown %vo. 
IS. 6d. [Methuen's Junior School Books. 

EASY DICTATION AND SPELLING. 
Fcap. Zvo. u. 

E. M. Wilmot-Bnxton. the makers 

OF EUROPE. Cfvum 8?/^. or. 6d. 
A Text-book of European History for 
Middle Forms. 

Richard Wilton, M.A., Canon of York. 
LYRA PASTOKALIS: Songs of Nature, 
Church, and Home. ^ Pott SitHf. as. 6tL 
A volume of devotional poems. 

S. E. IM^BbOlt, M.A., Assistant Master in 
Christ's Hospitol. EXERCISES IN 
LATIN ACCIDENCE. CrownZvo. is. 
6d. 

An elementary book adapted for Lower 
Forms to accompany the Shorter Latin 
Primer. 

B. C. A. Wlodie, F.R.S.. D.Sa SHAKE- 
SPEARE'S COUNTRY. Illustrated by 
E. H. Nbw. Second Edition. PoH Zvo. 
Clotht y.; leaihtr^ 3X. 6d. -net. 

[Little Guides. 



' One of the most charming guide books. 
BotTi for the library and 9& a travelling 
C(»ipanion the book is equally choice and 
serviceable. ' — Ac€uUmy. 

THE MALVERN COUNTRY. lUustrated 
by E. H. Nbw. Pott 9vo. Cloth, js.; 
leather, 2/s. 6d. net, [Little Guides. 

Canon Winterbotbani, M.A., B.Sc, LL.B. 

THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN HERE 
AND HEREAFTER. CrownZvo. %s.6d. 

[Churchman's Library. 

J. A. E. Wood. HOW TO MAKE A 
DRESS. Illustrated. Second Edition. 
Crown Zvo, is. 6d. 

[Text Books of Technology. 

EUzabeth WordSWOrtb. See Tennyson. 

Arthur WrUht. M.A., Fellow of Queen's 
College, Smbridge. SOME NEW 
TESTAMENT PROBLEMS. Crown 
Zvo, 6s. [Churchman's Library. 

SODhie Wrif ht GERMAN VOCABU- 

Caries for repetition. Pcap. 

ZzfO, js. 6d. 

A. R Wylde. MODERN ABYSSINIA. 
With a Map and a Portrait. Demy Zvo; 
15s. net. 

a. Wyndham, M.P. THE POEMS OF 

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. With an 
Introduction and Notes. Demy Zvo, Buck' 
ram, gilt top, los. 6d. 

* We have no hesitation in describing Mr. 
George Wyndham's introduction as a 
mastorly piece of critidsm, and all who love 
our Elizabethan literature will find a very 
garden of delight in iu'-^pectator. 

W. R TeaU. AN ANTHOLO6Y OF 
IRISH VERSE. Eevised and Enlarged 
Edition, Crown Zvo, y. td. 



Aetbuen'0 Standard Xidrati^ 

Crffton Zv0, 6s, 



LiPB AND WRITINGS. By 
Edited by C. Birkbeck Hill; 



MBMOIRS OP MY 
Edward Gibbon. 
LL.D. 

thb Dbclinb and Fall of thb Roman 
EMPIRE. Edited bv J. B. Bury, LL.1>. in 
Seven yolttmes. Also, Demy 9v». Gill tef. 

 St. Ul. each. 

THB Natural History op Sblborne. By 
Gttbert White. Edited by L. C. Mial], F.R.S.. 
Assisted by W. Warde Fowler. M.A. 

THB HISTORY OP THB LiPB OP THOMAS ELL- 
WOOD. Edited by C G. Crump, M.A. 



La Commedia Dl Dants ALIGHIBRL The Italian 
Text. Edited by Pafet Toynbee. UttD., M.A. 
Also, Demy %v, CUtto^. is.64.\ 

THB Early PoEMSOP alfrbo. LordTbnnyson. 
Edited by J. Churton Collins, M.A. 



Thb Journal to Stblla. 
Edited by G. A. Altken. 



By Jonathan Swift. 



Thb Lbttbrs op Lord'Chestbrfibld to his 
SON. Edited by C Strachey, and Notes by A. 
Calthffop. T-wo yiolMtnes. 



Zachariah OF MiTYLKNF. Translated by F. J. 

liamilton. D.D.. and E. W. Brooks. De**{y 9vo. 

ITS. td, net. 
Evagrius. Edited by L^on Farmentier and M. 

Bidez. Demy Itw. so/. 64, net. 



Edited by J. B. BURY, M.A., Litt.D. 

Thb History op psbllus. Edited by C. Sathas. 
Demy 8vo. 151. nei, 

EdTHBSis CHRomcA. Edited by Profeuot LAmb- 
ros. Demy 8v«. 7/. 6d. net. 
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trbe Xittle llbtan? 

With Introdndions, Notes, and Photognmira Frontispieces. 

PHt 8w, E<itch Volume^ chik^ is, 6d, net; Uathetf 2s, 6d, ntt, 

* AltogetlMr good to look upon, and to handle. '-'-Ow/iiftfjt. 

' It u difficult to conceive more attractlYe Tolnmes.* — Si, James's Gaaette, 

* Wtxj dclldOtts little bookt.'—Zf/mi/ttfv. 

* Delightful editions.'— ^#£#n£ 



Vanity Paul Bf W. M. Thackeny. Edltad by 
S. Cwym. 7hrt€ V^lMmus. 

rENi>R»mi8. By W. M. ThackecBy. Edited by S. 
Gwyna. Thru VUumts. 

John Ralipax, CEMTLEMAN. By Mrs. CnOc 
Edhod by Aaaie Methecon. 7^m Votumts. 

PMSB AND PftBfUDiCB. Bv JftiM Austen. Bdhed 
by E, V. Luca& 2'w» Votumts, 

NORTHANGBit ABBEY. By Jane Auslm. Edited 
by E. V. Lucas. 

THBPR1NCBS& By Alfred. Lord Tennyaon. Edited 
by Elisabeth Wordswortlu 

MAim. Bv Alfred. L.ord Tennyson. Edited by 
Elisabeth Wordswotth. 

INMBUORIAM. By Alfred, Lord Tennyson. Edited 
bylLC. Beechi^E,M.A. 

THE EARLY POBUS OP ALPRBD. LORD TENNYSON. 
Edited by J. C. Cottias. M. A. 

A UTTLS BOOK or ENCUSH LVBICS. With 
Notes. 

THB INFBRNO OP DANTE. Translated \if H. F. 
Cary. Edited 1^ Paf et Toyab^, UttD., M.A. 

THE PtmCATOBlO OF DANTE. Translated bjr H. 
F.Caty. Edited by Paget Toyabe^Litt.D..M.A. 

THB PABADI90 OP DANTE. Ttandated by H. F. 
Cary. Edited by Paget Togrfbee^ Litt.D.. M. A. 

A LiTTLB BOOK OP SCOTTISH VBBSB. Edited by 
T. F. Henderson. 

A LITTLE Book op light VbRSB. Edited by A. 
C. Deane. 



Selections prom 

NowdlC. Smith. 



WOROSWOBTH. Edited tf 



THE English Poems op rxcharo cbassak 
Edited by Edward Hutton. 

SELECTIONS FRQM WiLLIAU BLAICR. Edited br 
M. Peregini. 

EOTHBK. By A. W. Kingbke. IVith na IntrodnctiBB 
and Notes. 

CRANFORD. By Mrs. GaskeO. EdHad by H. T. 
Lncas. 

A LiTTLB BOOK OP ENGLISH PROSB. Edited I7 
Mrs. P. A. Bamett. 

LAVBNGRO. By George Borrow. Edited bjr F. 
HIndes Greome. Tw Volumes. 

THE History of the Caliph Vathek. Ej 
WaUam Becklord. Edited by E. Denisoa Ross. 

THB COMPLBAT ANCLBR. By Izaak WahoL 
EdiiedbyJ.Bnchaa. 

Mabriagr. By Susan Perrler. Edited by Wa 
Goodrick • Freer and Lord IddesWglk Tv* 
Volumes, 

Selections prom the Early Poems op Robert 
Browning. Edited by W. Hall Griffin. M.A. 

EU A, AND THB LAST ESSAYS OP Elia. By Charin 
Lunb. E(Uted by E. V. Lucas. 

A Sentimental JOURNEY. By Laurence Stcme. 
Edited by H. W. PauL 

A LITTLE Book op Lipe and death. Edited hi 
Mrs. Alfted WateiliMise. 

MansiE WaXjch. By D. M. Moir. Edited by T. 
F. Henderson. 



Pott 8w, chtht 31.; leather^ 31. 6d. net. 



OXFORD AND ITS COLLEGES. By J. WellS. M.A. 
IlhistntodbyE. H.New. fourth Edition, 

Cambridgb and its Colleges. By A. Hamilton 
Thompson. Illustrated by E. H. New. 

THB MALVERN .COUNTRY. By B. C. A. Windle, 
D.Sc,F.R.S. Xlhistrated by B. H. New. 



SHAKESPEARE'S COITNTRY. % Bl C. A. Windle, 

n.Sc. F.R.S. Illustrated by £. H. New. Second 

BdUioH, 
Sussex, By F. G. Bmbpit, M. A. lUustsnted by E. 

H.Kew. 
Westminster Abbey. By G. E. Troutbeck. 

lUostrated by F. D. Bedford. 
NORPOLK. ^ W. A. DBtt. Iflttstxated by a C 

Boidter. 



Xittle JSiograpbiea 

Fcap. 8tv. Bach volume^ ctoth^ 3x. 6c/. $ leather^ 4^. net. 



The life of Dante altchierl By PsRet 
Toynbee. LitLD^ M.A. With x> IHlistrations. 
Second Edition, 

THE Life op Savonarola. By e. L. S. Hors- 
boiigh, M.A. With Portraits and Illustrations. 



The Life op John Howard. By E. C s. Gibson. 
D.D., Vicar of Leeds. MOth te Xnnstratlons. 

The Life op Lord Tbnnvson. By A. C. 
M.A. WKh x« lUustratlons. 



^^St^^ — 



General Literature 



29 



C*e Xittle JBlue J&ooke tot ChilDtcn 

Edited by E. V. LUCAS. 
Illustrated* Square Fcap, Svc, ±s. 6d, 

* Very elegant and very interesting volames. ' — G/asitntf I/erald, 

* A delightful series of diminutive volumea.*— ff^d^r&Z. 

' The series should be a favourite among juneniles.' — Observer, 

1. THE Castaways of Meadowbank. By T. Cobb. 

9. THK lisECHNUT Book. By Jacob ABBOTT. Edited by E. V. Lucas. 

3. THK AlK GUN. By T. HiLBERT. 

Zbc XCbtari^ of Devotion 

With Introductions and (where necessary) Notes. 
Pott ^vOyClcth^ 25, ; leather^ 2s, 6d* net, 

* This series is excellent.'— Tij^tATB Bishop or LiONDOK. 

* Well worth the attention of the Clergy.' — Thb Bishop of Lichfield. 

* The new " Library of Devotion " is excellent.' — The Bishop of PeT£rborou<»h. 
'Charming.'— /?rc<?ri(/. 'Delightful.' — Church Bells, 



The Confessions of St. Aucustgib. Edked by 

C. Bigg, D.O. Third EOition. 

THB CHRISTIAN YEAR. Edited by Walter Lock, 
D.D. Second BditioH, 



THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. 
D.D. Second Edition. 



Edited by C. Bigi;. 
Edited by J. W. Stan- 



A BOOIC OP DEVOTIONS, 
bridge, B.D. 

Lyra Innocbntium. Edited by Walter L.ock, D.D. 

A Serious Call to a Devout and holy LiFfi. 

Edited by C. Bigg. D.D. Seamd Edition, 

The Temple. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson. D.D. 

A Guide to Eternity. Edited by J. W. Stan- 
bridge, B.D. 

®|totd Commentatied 

General Editor, WALTER LOCK, D.D., Warden of Keble College, 

Dean Ireland's Professor of Exegesis in the University of Oxford. 

The BOOK OF JOB. Edited by E. C S. Gibson, I The Acts op thb^postles. Edited by R. B. 



The psalms op David. Edited by B. W. llan 
doipb, DJD. 

Lyra AposTOLICA. Edited by Canon Scott Holland 
and H. C. Beecbiug, M.A. 

The Inner Way. Edited by A. W« Hutton, M.A. 

THE Thoughts of pascal. Edited by c. s. 
Jerram, M.A. 

ON THE LOVE OF GOD. Edited by W. J. Knox- 
LitUe. M.A. 

A Manual op Ccwsolation from the saints 
A.4D Fathers. Edited by J. H. B)irn, B.D. 

The song of Songs. Edited by B. BUucbnid, M.A. 

THE DE^'0'»•I0NS OF ST. Anselm. Edited by C. 
C. J. Webb, M.A. 



D.D. Dentiy wo, 6s. 



Kackman, M.A. JDe*/^ %vo, zss. 6d, 



f)dn5&oofi0 of JSbcoloQ^ 

General Editor, A. ROBERTSON. D.D., Principal of King's College, London 
The XXXIX. Articles of the Chvuch op 
England. Edited by E. C. S. Cibsoo, D.D. 



Third and Cheaper Edition in On* Votunte. 
Demy 8vo. las. 6d» 

An Introduction to the History 
OP REUGION. By F. B. JeYoas, M.A., Litt.D. 
Second Edition. Demy 9vo. los. 6d. 



THE Doctrine of the Incarnation. By R. L. 
Ottley.M.A. Second and Cheaper Edttion. Demy 

iVO, I3X. 64, 

AN Introduction to the History of the 
Creeps. By A. E. Bum. B.D. Demy 9vo, 10& 
6d. 

The Philosophy op Religion in England and 
AkiBRlCA. By AlAred Caldecott, D.D. Demy 
S90. zof . 6d, 



tTbe Cbutcbman*0 Xibrati? 

General Editor, J. H. BURN».B.D., F.RS.E., Examining Chaplain to the 

Bishop of Aberdeen, 



The Beginnings op English Christianity. 
By W. E. CoUins, M.A. With Map. Crown %vo. 
V. 6d. 

SOME NEW Testament Problems. By Arthur 

Wright, M.A. Crown Zvo, 6s. 

The Rixcdom op Heaven here and Hers. 

after. By Canon Winterbotham, M.A., B.Sc, 

LL.B. Crown %vo, ys, 6d, 
THE workmanship OF THB PRAYER BOOK: Its 

Literary and Liturgical Aspects. By J. Dowden, 

D.D. Second Edition, Crown tvo. 3J. 6.^. 



Evolution. By F. B. Jevons, M.A., Litt.D 
Crown Bvo, ^, 6d» 

THE Old Testament and the New scholar- 
ship. By J. W. Peters, D.D. Crown 8v#. 6s, 

Thb churchman^ introduction to tub Old 
Testament. Edited by A. M. Mackay. Crown 
9vo, ff . 6d, 

Thb CHUkcH of Christ. By E. T. Green, M.A. 

Crown Biw, 6s. 
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Vbe Cbtttcbman'0 mblc 

General Editor. J. H. BURN, B.D. 

Messrs. Methuen are iasuinc^ a series of expositions upon most of the books of 
the Bible. The volumes are practical and devotional, and the text of ibc 
Authorised Version is explained in sections, which correspond as far as possible 
with the Church Lectionaiy. 



Thb Epistlb to the Galatians. Explained by 
A. W. Robfasoo. /%»/. Bcw. IS. 6d. net, 

Ecclesiastes. Explained by A. W. Streftne. D.O. 
Fem^, Sew. ts. td. ntt. 

The EPISTLE to the Philippians. Explained 
by C R. D. Uggs, D.D. /• «/. Sev. tt.ULtut, 



THE EPISTLB OF ST. jAMES. Edited hy H. W. 
Fidford. M.A. Fm^. Biro. ts. 6d. net.* 

ISAIAH. Edited, by W. B: -BJraes. D.D. 7» 
Vtbima. at, mt each. VoL l. With Map. 

THE EPISTLB OF ST. PAUL THE APOSTLE TO THE 

Ephesians. Edited by G. H. Whitaker. M.A 



Xea^etd of IRelidion 

Edited by H. C. BEECHING, M.A. WUh Portraits, Crown 8w. 31. 6d, 

A scries of short biographies of the most prominent leaders of religious life 
and thought of all ages and countries. 

The following are ready : — 



Caedinal. NBWMAN. By R. H. Hatten. 
JOHNWBSLBV. By J. H. Ovartott, ICA. 
Bishop Wilbbrforcb. By G. w. Danien. M.A. 
Cardinal Manning. By A. W. Hutton. M.A. 
Charles Simeon. By H. c. G. Moule. D.D. 
John Keblb. By Walter Lock, D.D. 
Thomas CHALMERS. By Mrs. Oliphant. 
Lancelot Andrbwes. By r. l. OtUey. M.A. 

AUGUSTINB OP CANTERBURY. By E. L. Cutts, 
D.D. 



WILLIAM Laud. By W. H. Hutton. M. A. 

JOHN KNOX. ByF. MacCuan. 

John HOWB. By R. F. Horton, D.D. 

BISHOP KEN. By F. A. Clarke. M.A 

George fox, the Quaker. By T. Hodgkis 

John Donne. By Augustus Jessopp. D.D. 

THOMAS Cranmer. By A. J. Mason. 

BISHOP Latimer. By R. M. Carlyle and A. J. 
Cariyle. M.A. 



BISHOP BUTLBR. By W. A. Spooner. M.A. 
Other volumes will be announced in due course. 

Social (Sluedtioita ot n:o«Oas 

Edited by H. de B. GIBBINS. Litt.D.. UJl, 
CroTvn Svo. 2s. 6d, 



Trade Unionism->N£>v and Old. 
TMrd MdiiioM, 



By G. Howell. 
By G. 



THE Co-operative Movement To«Day. 
J. Holyoake. Second Edition, 

MUTUAL Thrift. By Rev. J. Frome WOkinaon. 
M.A. 



Problems op Poverty. 

Fourth SditioH, 



By J. A. Hobsoa, M.A. 



THE C0MMBRC8 OF Nations. 

M.A. Second Edition, 



Sf C. F. BasUblai 



THB ALIEN INVASION. By W. H. Willdns. B.A. 
TUB RURAL EXODUS. By P. Andecson Graham. 

Land Nationalization. By Harold Cox. B.A. 

A SHORTER Working Day. By H. de B. Gibblns 
and R. A. Hadliehl. 

Back to the Land : An inquiry into Rural 
Depopulation. By H. E. Moore. - 

TRUSTS, Pools, and corners. By J. Stephen 
Jeans. 



THB Factory system. By R. W. Cooke-Ta^or. 

The state and its Children. By Gertrude 
Tuckwell. 

Women's Work. By Lady Ditke. Miss BuUey, and 
Miss WhiUey. 

Socialism and 
Kauflanann. 



Modern Thought. By m. 



The Housing of the working Classes. By 
E. Bowmaker. 

THE Problem of the Unemployed. By j. a. 
Hobsoa. B.A. 

Life in west London. By Arthur Sherwell. M.A. 
Third Edition, 



Railway Nationalization. 
wards. 



Workhouses and Pauperism. 

iug, 

Univrrsity and Social SBTi-lbmbnts. 
Reason, M.A 



By Clement Ed- 
By Louisa Twin- 
By W. 



General Literature 
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XHnivcteiti^ Bstenaion BctiCB 

Edited by J. E. SYMES, M.A., 
I^incipal of University College, Nottingham. 
Crown %vo. Priu {with some exceptions) is, 6d, 
A series of books on historical, literuy, and scientific subjects, suitable for 
extension students and home-reading circles. Each volume is complete in 
itself, and the subjects are treated by competent writers in a broad and philo- 
sophic spirit. 

Ths following Volumes are ready >- 

The chemistry of Fire. By M. M. Patttson 

Muir, M.A. lOustrated. 
A text-Book of Agricultural Botany. By 



THE Industrial History of England. By H. 

de B. Gibbtns, Utt.D., M.A. Eighth Edition. 

Revised. With Maps and Plans, jf. 
A HISTORY OP ENGLISH POLITICAL ECONOMY. 

By L. L. Price, M.A. Third Edition. 
rROBLBMS OF POVERTY. By J. A. Hobson, M.A. 

Fourth Edition. 

VICTORIAN Poets, By A. Sharp. 

THE French Revolution. By J. E. Symes, M.A. 

PSYCHOLOGY. By 5. F. GransTcr, M.A. Second 
Edition, 

THE EVOLUTION OF PLANT LIFE; Lower Forms. 
By G. Massce. Illustrated. 

Air and Water. By v. B. Lewes. M.A. Illus- 
trated. 

The Chemistry of Life and Health. By C. 
W. Kimmins, M.A. Illustrated. 

The Mechanics of Daily Life. By v. p. Sells, 
M.A. Illustrated. 

English Social Reformers. By H. de B. 

Gibbins, Litt.D.. M.A. Seooud Edition, 

English Trade and Finance in the seven- 
teenth Century. By W. A. S. Hewins, B.A. 



M. C. Potter. M.A., F.L.S. lUustrated. Seeettd 
Edition, Ar.6d, 

THE Vault of heaven. A Popular Introduction 
to Astronomy. By R. A. Gregory. With numerous 
Illustrations. 

Meteorology. By H. N. Pickson, F.R.S.E.. F.R. 
Met. Soc Illustrated. 

A Manual of Electrical science. By George 
J. Borch, M.A.,F.R.S« Illustrated, jj-. 

THE Earth. An Introduction to Physiography. 
By Evan Small, M.A. Illustrated. 

Insect Life. By F. W. Theobald, M.A. Illus- 
trated. 
English Poetry from Blake to Browning. 

By W. M. Dixon, M.A. Second Edition, 

English Local government. By E. Jenks, 
M.A. 

The greek View op Life. By G. L. Dickinson. 
Second Edition, 



Commercial Series 

Edited by H. de B. GIBBINS, LittD., M.A. 



COMMERCIAL EDUCATION IN THEORY AND 
Practice. By E. £. Whitfield, M.A. Crown 
9vo. y. 

An introduction to Methuan's Comaerclal Series 
treating the question of Coounercial Education fully 
from both the pobit of view of the teacher and of 
the parent. 

British Commerce and Colonies prom Eliza- 
eeth to Vici'oria. By H. de B. Gibbins. 
LittD., M.A. rhird Edition, as. 

Commercial Examination Papers. By H. de 
B. Gibbins, LittD., M.A. ts. 6d, 

THE Economics op Commerce. By H. de B. 
Gibbins, LittD., M.A. is. 6d. 

A German Commercial Reader. By s. E. Bally, 
With Vocabulary, as, 

A Commercial geography op the British 

Empire. By L. W. Lyde, M.A. Third Edition. 

9S. 



A Primer op Business. By S. Jackson, M.A. 
Third Edition. ts.6d. 

Commercial Arithmetic. By F. G. Taylor, 
M.A. ' Third Edition, is. 6d. 

French commercial Correspondence. By s. 
E. Bally. With Vocabulary. Third Edition, as. 

German commercial correspondence. By 
S. E. Bally. WHh Vocabulary. as,6d, 

A French Commercial Reader. By S. E. Bally. 
With Vocabulary. Second Edition, as. 

PRECIS Writing AND Office Correspondence. 

By £. E. Whitfield. M.A. us. 
A GUIDE TO PROFESSIONS AND BUSINESS. By H. 
Jones. IS. 6d, 

THE Principles op Book-keeping by Double 
Entry. By J. £. B. M'AUen, M.A. Croum %vo. 
as. 

Commercial Law. By W. Dooglas Edwards, as. 

A COMMERCIAL GEOGRAPHY OP FOREIGN 
Nations. By F. C. Boon, B. A Cmm 9vo, as. 



Cla6dica[ ^ranelation^ 

Edited by H. F. Fox, M.A«, Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose College, Oxford. 



iEscHYLUS— Agamemnon, Choephoroe, Eumenidcs. 
TrantUted by Lewis_Campbell. LL.p. Kt. 



Translated by 



P. 



CiCBRO— De dratore I. 

Moor, M.A $t. €d. 
CiCSRO— Select Orations (Pro Milone, Pro Mureno, 

Philippic IL. in Catilinam). Translated by H. E. 

D. Blakistea. M.A ks. 
CiCBRO— De Natura Deorum. 

Brooks. M.A y. ^d. 
CiCKRO— De Officiif. Translated by G. B. Gardiner, 

M.A Crovnbvo, as.6d. 



Translated by F. 



HORACB-»Th« Odes sRd ^odes. Tnaslated by 

AGodl«y,M.A. as, 
LUCIAN— Sfac DialoettesJNigrinus, learo-Menippus, 

The Cock, The Ship, The Parasite. The Lover of 

Falsehood). Translated by S. T. Irwin, M.A 

3s. 6d, 

SOPHOCLES— Electra and Ajax. Translatwl by E. 

D. A. Morshead, M. A ns. 6d. 
TACITUS— Agrlcola aiid Gennania. Traasiated by 

K. B. Towashcad. as, 6d, 
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Aetbtten'0 Junior StbooUSiooJiB. 

Edited by O. D. Inskip. LL.D., and W. Williamson, B.A. 



A CLASS-BOOK OV DtCTATtON PASSACBS. By W. 
WiOiMMon. B.A. Fi/th£dUim, Crtmm9tf»» t*. 

THB GOSPBL ACCOKDmC TO ST. MAHK. Edited 
by A. £. Ruble. M.A^ Heedmoter of the Royal 
Naval School EUhun. WUh Tbiee Map*. 
fraw u,6d. 



Crown 



A JUNIOR EifCUSH Grammar. By "W. WSfiaiBSQa. 

B.A. With numeraas possaires for parsiiu^ asd 

analysis, and a chapter on Essay 'Wrsdne. Ctvkh 

•v«. er. 
A Juin(» Chemistry. By E. A. Tyler, B.A^ 

F.C.S., Science Master at Framlii^rham CoCegc. 

With 73 IBnstratlons. Crvwn 9v0. as. 6d. 



Scbool ^lamination Seriee 

Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Crmon Zvd. 2S. 6d. 

M. M. History andGeography examination Papers 
By C. H. Spence, M.A..CUftoa CoUese. Seconi 



FRENCH EXAMINATION PAPERS. By A. 
Stedman. U. A. Eleventh EdiiwH. 
A Key. Issued to Tutort and Private Students 
only, to be had oa application to the Publishers. 
Jtifih Bdtti0H. Cfwmn acw. *r. net, 
LATIN EXAMINATION PAPSRS, .By A. M. M. 
Stedman. M.A. Ten/h Edition. 
Key (FeurOi EdUi»n\\saiatA as above. 6j. ntL 
GREEK EXAMINATION PAPERS. By A. M. M. 
Stedman. M.A. Sixth EdiUm. 
KEY lS«fnd MdiHon)}aants<\ as above. ^. nta. 
GERMAN EXAMINATION PAPERS. By R. J. Morich. 
Fifth EdUiou. .... ^ ^ ^ . 

KBY {Stnnd SdM0M) Ismed as above. 6t. net. 



By R. E. Steel. 



Ediiien. 

PHYSICS EXAMINATION PAPERS. 
M.A«t s^>\«(S. 

General Knowledge examination Papers 
By A. M. M. Stedman. M.A. TAird EdUion, 
Key {Second Edition) issued as above, js. net 

EXAMINATION PAPERS IN ENGUSH HISTORY. By 
J.Tait Plowden-Wardlaw, B.A. Crmwn 8iw. as.(d. 



^ccbnoloal^-tteJtbooft6 of 

Edited by W. GARNETT, D.C.L., and Professor J. WERTHEIMER, F.I.C. 

Fulfy Illustraicd. 

Practical Physics. 

Crown 9vo. 3f . 6tf. 

Millinery, theoretical and practical. 

Clare HilL Cr<ram%vo. sx. 
PRACTICAL CHEMISTRY. By W. French, M.A 
Cr9wn9v0, PartL u . &/. 



HOW TO Make a Dress. By J. A. E. Wood. 

Second Ediiion. CroJonBvo, i4.6d. 
CARPENTRY AND JOINERY. By F. C. Webber. 

Second Edition, Crown 9vo. y . 6rf . 
PRACTICAL MECHANICS. By Si«!ney H. Wdls. 

Second Edition, Crown 9vo. 3s.6d, 



By H. Stroud. D.Sc.. M.A. 

By 



Part II. — Fiction 

Marie Oorelli's NoYels. 
Crown %vo. 6j. e<uh. 



A ROMANCE OF TWO . WORLDS. 
TvatM^yTkird Edit'fn. 

VENDETTA. Eighteenth Ediium, 

THELMA. Twenty-Seventh Edition. 

ARDATH: THE STORY OF A DEAD 
SELF. Thirteenth Edition, 

THE SOUL OF LILITH. Eleventh Edit. 

WORMWOOD. Twelfth Edition, 

BARABBAS: A DREAM OF THE 
WORLD'S TRAGEDY, Thiriy^eventh 
Edition, 

' The tender rcTerence of the treatment 
and th« iraatginative bMuty of th* writing 
hare reconciled its td the daring of the oon« 
ccption. This "Dream of the World's 
Tragedy" is a lofty and not inadeauate 
paraphrase of the supreme climax of the 
ins^ued narrJBitive.'— i?«^//« Review,^ 

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Forty^ 
Fifth Edition, 

*K Yery powerful piece of worV. . . . 
The conception is magnificent, and is likely 
to win an abiding place within the memory 



of man. . . • The author has immense com- 
mand of lamguage, and a limitless audacity. 
.. . This interesting and r«onarkableromance 
will live IcuBg after much of the eiAcmeral 
literature of the day is forgotten. ... A 
literary phenomenon . . . novel, and even 
sublime. —W. T. Stead in the Review 
of Reviews, 

THE MASTER CHRISTIAN. 

[160M Thousemd, 
* It cannot be denied that "The Master 
Christian " is a powerful book ; that it is one 
likely to raise uncomfortable questions in 
all but the most self-satisfied readers, and 
that it strikes at &e root of the failure of 
the Churches—the decay of feith— in a 
manner which shows the mevitable disaster 
heaping up. . . The good Catdinal Bonpr6 
is a beautiiul figure, fit to stUnd beside the 
good Bishop in " Les Mis^ables." It is a 
book with a serious purpose exinessed with 
absolute unconventionality and passion . . . 
And this is to say it is a book worth read- 
ing.'— ^jraiM/Vi^r. 



Fiction 
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Anthony Hqpe'8 Kov^lfl^ 
Crown Zvo, 6s. each. 



THE GOD IN THE CAR. IfinihEdifioiu 
'A Tery riunarkable bookt deserting of 
critical analysis impossible within our limit ; 
brilliant, bat not superficial; well qon- 
sidered, bat not daborated-; constructed 
with the proverbial art that conceals, but 
yet allows itself to be enjoyed by reiaders 
to whom fine literary method is a keen 
pleasure. — TXtf ffVritf. 

A. CHANGE OF AIR. Sixth EdiiUm, 

*A graceful, viTadoos comedy, true to 
human nature. The characters are traced 
with a masterly hand.* — Times. 

A MAN OF MARK. Fifth Edition, 

•Of all Mr. Hope's books, "A Man of 
Mark" is the one which best x:ompares with 
"The Prisoner of Zenda,*"—JVafoVwtf/ Ob- 
server. 

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT 
ANTONIO. Fourth Edition. 

'It is a perfectly enchanting story of love 
and chivaby, and pure romance. The 
Count is the most constant, desperate, and 



modest and fender of lovert, * a peerless 

}|;entleman, an intrepid fighter, a faithful 
riend, and a magnammoustoe. ''^uartUan, 

FHROSO. Illustrated by H. R. Millax. 
Sixth Edition, 

' The talc is thoroughly fresh, quick with 
vitality, stirring the UooAJ^St, James's 
GoMette, 

SIMON DALE. Illustrated. Sixth Edition. 
'There is searching analysis of human 
nature, with a most mgeniously constructed 
plot. Mr. HojM has drawn the contrasts 
of his women with marvellous subtlety .and 
delicacy. ' — Times. 

THE KING'S MIRROR. Third Edition. 

* In elegance, delicacy, and tact it ranks 
with the best of his novels, while in the wide 
ran^e of its portraiture and the subtilty 
of Its analysis it surpasses all his ^lier 
ventures. '—Spectator. 

QUISANTE. Third Edition. 

* The book is notable for a very high liter- 
ary quality, and an impress of power and 
mastery on every ^a^t'—DAUyChronicle. 



Lucas Malet's Kovels. 



Crown ^0 

COLONEL ENDERBY'S WIFE. Third 
Edition. 

A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION, /^ew 

Edition. 
LITTLE PETER. Second Edition, js. 6d. 

THE WAGES OF SIN. Thirteenth Edition. 

THE CARISSIMA. Fourth Edition. 

THE GATELESS BARRIER. Fourth 
Edition. 

' In " The Gateless Barrier " it is at once 
evident that, whilst Lucas Malet has pre* 
served her Dirthright of originality, the 
artistry, the actual writing, is above even 
the high level of the books that were born 
before. -"IVestminster Gazette. 



&s. each. 

THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD 

CALMADY. Sixth Edition. A Limited 

Edition in Two Yolumes. Crowntvo. \%s. 

' A picture finely and amply conceived. 

In the strength and^ insight u which the 

- story has been conceived, in the wealth of 
fancy ^and reflection bestowed upon its 
execution, and in the movins sincerity of its 
pathos throughout, " Sir Rioiard Calmady" 
must rank as the great novel of a great 
writer. ' — Literature. 

* The ripest fruit of Lucas Malet's genius. 
A picture of maternal love by turns tender 
ana terrible.' — Spectator. 

'A remarkably fine book, with- a noble 
motive and a sound conclusion.*'— /'iVS?/. 



W. W. Jacobs' Novels. 



Crown Svo. 

MANY CARGOES. Twentj^-Fi/th Edition. 
SEA URCHINS. Eighth Edition. 

A MASTER OF CRAFT. Illustrated. 
Fi/th Edition. 

Can be unreservedly recommendecl to 
all who have not lost their appetite for 
wholesome laughter.'— kSy^r/a/^r. 

'The best humorous book published for 
many a ^y.'—J^lach emd White. 



3J. td. each, 

LIGHT FREIGHTS. 
Edition. 



Illustrated. Third 



' His wit and humour are perfectly irresis- 
tible. Mr. Jacobs writes of skippeirs, and 
mates, and seamen, and his 'crew are the 
joUiest lot that ever sailed.' — Daily News, 

* Laughter in every pAgt.*— -Daily Mail, 
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Gilbttrt Parker^B Norelfl. 
CfvwH Sv^. dr. each. 



PIBRRB AND HIS raOPLB. Pl/ik EtU- 



happily ooMonved and finely ex- 
ecated. Tbwe w •trensth and gem«ia ia 
Mr. Patkcr't 9Hy\it*'—Dmfy TtUgrttfk, 

MKS. FALCHION. F^mrtkEditum, 
'A splendid study of character.' — 

Athemtmm, 

THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 
Stetmd £dit9fit$. 

THK TRAIL OF THE SWORD. lUus- 

traled. Sttftnth Ediiiomt 
* A romiai^ and dnunatic tale. A book 

like this is a joy inexpressible.' — 

Daify ChromcU* 
WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC: 

The Story of a Lost Napoleon. Fifth 

Editwm. 

^ * Here we find roattnee— real, breathing. 

liring romance. The character of Valmond 

is drawn xaua\iik^y.''^P0il MallGoMttti, 



AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH: 
The Last Adventures of | Pretty Pierre.' 
Stamd SdiiwH, 

* The present book is full of fine aud mov* 
ing stones of the great North.' — Gia^gcw 
HirmUL 

THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. lUos- 
tfated. EUv€«tK Mditi&H, 

* Mr. Parker has produced a. really fine 
historical noveL' — AtJkefugum. 

' A great book.'— ^Au^ and White. 

THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: a 
Romance of Two Kingdoms. Illustrated. 
Fourth EtUtiotu 

' Nothing ftore vigoroos or more human 
has come from Mr. Gilbert Parker than this 
novel. ' — LiUrature, 

THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES. 
Second Edition, y. 6d. 

'Unforced pathos, and a deeper know- 
ledge of human nature than be has displayed 
before.'— />«// MaUGasette, 



Artlmr MorriBon's Novels. 
Crown Zvo. 6j. each. 



TALES OF MEAN STREETS. F(/ih 
Edition, 

*A great book. The auther't method 
is amaiingiy effectiTe, and produces a 
thrilling sense of reality. The writer lays 
upon us a master hand. The book is simply 
appalling and irresistible in its interest. It 
is humorous also ; without humour it would 
not make the mark it is certain to make.' — 

Worid, 



ACHILDOFTHEJAGO. Fourth Edition, 
*The book is a masterpiece.'— /Vs^/J/a// 
Gazotte, . 
TO LONDON TOWN. Stcond Edition. 
*This is the new Mr. Arthur Morrison, 

f radons and tender, sympathetic and 
umaa/— Z^Tr Tol^r»/JL 
CUNNING MtmRELL. 

'Admirable. . . . Delightful humorous 
relief ... a most artistic and satisfactory 
achieremeot.'— ^/tfl^«/#n 



Eden FtxUlpott's Hovels. 



LYING PROPHETS. 

CHILDREN OF THE MIST. 

THE HUMAN BOY. With a Frontispiece. 
Fourth Edition. 

'Mr. Phillpotts knows exactly What 
school-boys do, and can lay bare their in- 
most thoughts ; likewise he shows an all- 
penrading sense of humour.' — Academy. 

SONS OF THE MORNING. Second 
Edition. 

* A book of strange povrer and fascina- 
tion.' — Morning Foti. 



Crown %vo, 6 j. ectch, 

THE STRIKING HOURS. Second Edition. 
Teagedy and comedy, pathos and 



humour, are blended to a mcety in this 
volume.^— ir^/^ 

' The whole book is redolent of a fresher 
and ampler air than breathes in the circum- 
sqribed life of great towns.'— ^/«cto/«r. 



FANCY FREE. lUustrated. 
tion. Crown ivo, 6s, 



Second Edi' 



*Of variety and racy 
]4enty.'— i^M^K Graphic 



humour there is 



8. Barisg-Govld's Novels. 
Crown Zvo. dr. each. 

ARMINELL. Fi/ik Edition, 

URITH. Fi/ik Edition. 

IN THE ROAR OF THE SKA. Somnth 
Edition, 



MRS. CURGENVEN OF CURGENVEN. 
Fourth Edition, 

CHEAP JACK ZITA. Fourth EdiHon. 

THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Pi/ik Edition 



Fiction 
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MARGERY OF QUETHER. TfUrd 

JACQUETTA. Third EMH^h, 

KITTY ALONE. FiflkEdtHon, 

K0£MI. Illustrated. Fourth Edition, 

THE BROOM-SQUIRE. Ill«st»ted. 
J^jiii»fJt EdUioit. 

THE PENNYCOMEQUICKS. Third 
£diHoiu 



Illnstrafed. 



DARTMOOR IDYLLS. 
GUAVAS THE TINNER. 

Sumid Edition, 
BLADYS. Illustrated. Second Edition, 
DOMITIA. Illustrated. Socond Edition, 
PABO THE PRIEST. 
WINIFRED. Illustrattd. Stcond Edition, 
THE FROBISHERS. 
ROYAL GEORGIE. Ittustrated^ 



Bobert Barr's Novels. 
Crown Svo, 6s. each. 



IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS. Third 
Edition. 

' A book which has abundantly satisfied us 
by its caftttal humour.'— i7at<^ Chronicle, 

THE MUTABLE MANY. Second Edition. 
'There is much insight in it, and much 
excellent humour.' — Daily Chronicle, 

THE COUNTESS TEKLA. Third Edition. 

'Of these medieval romances, wiiich are 

nov gaining ground "The Countess 

Tekla 'Hs the very best we have seen.'— /^a// 

MailQnMtte, 



THE STRONG ARM. Illustrated. Second 
Edition, 

THE VICTORS. 

* Mr. Barr has a rich sense of humour/— 
Onlooker, 

^ *A very convincing studjr of American 
life in its business and political aspeot&' — 
Pilot, 

'Good writing, illuminating sketches of 
character, and constant variety of scene Uid 
incident. '— Timet, 



Andrew Balfour. BY stroke OF 

SWORD. Illustrated. Fourth EdiHon, 
Crown Sotf , 61. 

* A recital of thrilling interest, told with 
unflagging vigour.'— C/w. 

8.BailXlg001lld. See page 34. 

BOtMTtBur. See above. 

George Bartram. Author of * The People of 
Clopton.' THE THIRTEEN EVEN- 
INGS. Crown Sxw. fir. 

Kazgaret Benson. SUBJECT TO 

VANITY. Crotim%vo, y,6d. 

J. BlonndeUe Burton, Author of 'The 

Clash of Arms.' THE YEAR ONE: A 
Page of the French Revolution. Illus- 
trated. CroTvn Zvo, 6r. 
See also Flcur de Lis Novels. 

Ada Caaibrlidge, Author of 'Path and 
Goal' THEDEVASTATORS. Crotm 
Zvo, 6/. 
See also Flevr de Lis Novels. 

Bernard Capes, Author of 'The Lake of 
Wine.' PLOTS. Crown Bvo, €s. 

'The stories are excdleotly fanciful and 
concentrated and quite worthy of the 
author's best work. ' — MomingLeadtr. 

' Ingenious and original. This- is a book 
to torn to once and again.' — Morning Post, 

Weathertar Chemeir. JOHN topp: 

PIRATE. Second Edition, Crown too, 
6t, 

A book of breathless adventure. 

' A rousing pleasant story.*— ^4 thinaum, 

THE FOUNDERED GALLEON. 
Crown too* 6s, 



' An bgenloDs tale of the sea and partitu- 
larly exciting.*— H^«r/A 

' A healthy, straightforward tale, breezy 
and cheerfiiL'— ilf«iMA#«tef Guardian, 

J. Haelaren Cobban, the king of 

ANDAMAN: A Saviour of Society. 
Crown 2vo, 6s, 

WILT thou have this "WOMAN. 
Crown Svo, 6s, 
See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 

B. H. Cooper, Author of ' Mr. Blake of New- 
market.*^ A FOOL'S YEAR. Crown Bvo, 6s, 
'A strikingly clever story, with pictures 
of sporting society convincingly true.'— 

PaUMallG^^tte, 
Karie Cor«l]i See page 32. 

L. CopeComford. CAPTAIN TACOBUS: 
A Romance of the Road. Cr, wo, 6s, 
See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 

8. R. Crockett Author of ' The Raiders, etc. 
L O C H I N V A R. Illustrated. Second 
Edition, Crown ^o, 6s, 

'Full of gallantrjy and pathos^ ot the 
clash of arms, and brightened by ^isodes of 
humour and love.' — Ivestminster Gazette. 
THE STANDARD BEARER. Cr, Bvo. €s, 

' A delightful tadt.'-^^aher. 

' Mr. Crockett at his hest.'—Liten^ture, 

B. V, Croker. Author of 'Peggy of the 
Bartons. ' A K G E L . Secona Edition, 
Crown Bvo, 6s, 

' An excellent story. Clever lectures of 
Anglo-Indiaft life abound. The heroinii is 
danngaiiddelisMiri.*^ 

ffunehosttr GnssrdiiM, 
See also Fleur d« Lis Noveb. 
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0. B. Bmiy. THE RaMANCS OF UP- 
FOLD MANOR. Crfnm9v9, 6s. 

* A fine tragic story.'— JIP«c^{r Register. 
'There at pictmesqaeness and rad /eel- 

ing.'— 5/. Jamt^t QmutU. 
A. OOUII Doyto^Author of 'Sherlock 
Holaee,' 'The White Compaay/ etc. 
ROimb THE RED LAMP. Swnth 
Edithm, Crown 8«vi 6r. 

'The book it &r and away the beft view 
that has been vouchsafed us behind the 
scenes of the consulting-roonk'***/Ziraw/ra/A/ 
LtmdomNttus, 

8am JeUUMtte XHOOaa (Mrs. Evetard 
CotesX Author of *A Voyage of Consola- 
tion.' THOSE DELIGHTFUL 
AMERICANS. lUustrat^ Second Edi^ 
tion. Crown 8v^. 6s. 

I A rattling picture of American life, 
bright and good-tempered thrbughaut.* — 
Scottman, 

* The fanaonr is delicious.' — Daify Mail. 

a F. EmtoMi A HEART OF FLAME. 
Qrown 8vtf . fix. 

'Alive with the pulsing and clamorous life 
ofthe wild folk and wildactions with which 
it deals. A striking, wdl-coboeiirtd piece of 
^wV:—PaXt MaUG4U»tU. 

'Aa admirable story, well told. The 
dv^acters are full of life, and Ramondta b 
really a delicious little creature.' — Maminr 
PomU 

'The figure of Ramcmcita, the heroine, a 
MejdcauB girl of is* is charming — a sketch 
romantic and deltcately drawn.' — Man' 
clu*t€r Guardian* 

J. H. nndUter. the green graves 

OF BALGOWRIE. Fourth Edition 
CronimZvOj. 6t. 

* A powerful and TiYid stary.*—Standard. 
'A oeautiful story, sad and strange as 

truth itself.'—r^MMV^' Fair. 

* A singularly original, dcTcr, and beauti- 
- ful story/— ^rSMn^MM. 

* Reteals to us a new writer of nndonbCed 
faculty and reserve foxcc'S/ectator. 

'An exquisite idyll, delicate, affecting, 
«ad beifutilul. -^Biack and JVkite. 
See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 

Kajy nndiater. A narrow way. 

Third Edition, Crown Svo. 6s. 
OVER THE HILLS Second Edition. 
Crown Bvo. 6s. 
See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 

Tom OaUoiL Author of 'Kiddy.' RICK- 
ERBY'S FOLLY. Crown 9vo. 6s. 

Dorothea Gerard,' Author of 'Lady Bab7>' 

THE MILLION. Crown ivo. 6$. • 

THE CONQUEST OF LONDON. 
Second Edition, Croton 9m, 6s, 

THE SUPREME CRIME. Cr. Bva. 6t. 
See also Fleur de Lb Novels. 



AUranumCUlllllS. THE KEYS OF THE 
HOUSE. Crown9vo. 6s. 

'A story of abtorbiog interest.* — Livor. 
^ool Mercury, 

' The book b carefully built up, piece by 
piece. The fig^e of Brant himself moving 
amoo^ hb people in bb lonely pariah of the 
hiUs IS one that long remains with the 
7eader.'~Z7<u^ T$legraph» 

GeOTSe OinlBg, Author of ' Demos,' ' In the 
Year of Jabilee,* etc THE TOWN 
TRAVELLER. Second Edition. Crown 
Zvo. 6s. 
See also Fleur de Lb Novels. 

Ernest GlaaTille. THE KLOOF BRIDE. 

Crown Bivo, %s, 6d. 

THE LOST^BGIMENT. Cravm 8tv. 

3X. 6d. 

THE DESPATCH RIDER. Crvwn 8ve. 

31. 6d. 

X.ord Ernest Hamilton, maryhamii^ 

TON. Third Edition. CrownZv^. 6s. 

'There can be no doubt that we have in 
" Mary Hamilton " a most fascinating story 
— the most stirring and dramatic historical 
romance that has come in our way for a long 
ivBoit^'^IUuHrattd London J^ows, 

Robert HidieniL Author of 'Flames, 
«tc THE PROPHET OF BERKELEY 
SQUARE. Second Edition, Crown Zoo. 
6s. 

'One continuous sparkle. Mr. Hichens 
b witty, satirical, caustic, irtesisttbly hum< 
ot9ias.*-^Etrmin£ham GoMttte, 
TONGUES OF CONSaENCK Second 
Edition, CrownZvo, 6s. 

See also Fleur de Lb Novds. 

John OliTer Hobbes, Author of 'Robert 
Orange.' THE SERIOUS WOOING. 
Crown Zoo. 6s, 

' Mrs. Craigie is as brilliant as she ever 
has been ; her characters are all illuminated 
with sparkling ^ems of description, and the 
conversation scmtillates with aa almost 
bewildering blaze.'— ^ thenaum. 

AntllOny Hope. See page 33. 

Violet Hnntb THE HUMAN IN- 
TEREST. CrotunZvo, 6s, 

C. J. CatcUire Hjne, Author of 'Captain 
Kettle.' PRINCE RUPERT THE 
BUCCANEEIC With 8 lUustrations. 
Second Edition, Crotond/tw. 6i; 

MR. HORROCKS, PURSER. CroTvn 
Zvo. 6s. 

' Mr. Horrocks ba»x>d second to die an* 
approachable CapUinKettle. ' — Academy. 

^f/lr. HoROcks b sublime.' — Manchester 
Guardian^ 

/ The Purser b a diverting discovery) and 
his adventures^ are related with vigour. '• 
J)aify Chronicle. 
W.W. Jacobs. See page 33. 
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Benry James, Author of *What Maine 
Knew.' THE SACRED FOUNT. 
Ctpwm 8cw. 6r. 



THE SOFT SIDE. 



Second Ediiicn, 



C. F. Sdaiy. THE JOURNALIST. 
Cr^WH 8fv. 6s, 

Florence FlncH X^Ily. with hoops 

OFSTEEU Crown 9w. fix. 

'Every chapter is filled with exciting 
incidents. ' — Aformtu^ Leadtr, 

* A daring and briluant story of adventure. 
The novel teems with Ufe ui4 character, 
with life which is alwa^ wiihin an ace of 
death, and character whidi cuiioosly Wends 
the ru0an and the hero.' — Scotsman, 

Hon. Smily Lavlesi. TRAITS And 

CONFIDENCES. Cr&um Bw, ' 6s. 
See also Fleur de Lb Novels. 

Rtynn Union. THE true HISTORY 

OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON, Christian and 
Communist. EUvsntk Edition, Crown 

BVO, IS, 

Oharles S. Loib. THE AUTOCRATS. 
Crvum 9vo, 6s, 

'A clever^ story of American life. Its 
atmosphere is convincing and striking.' — 
yanityJ^air. 

'Eminently readable with clever photo- 
graphs of American social lift,' —Standard, 

8. Macnanghtan. THE FORTUNE OF 

CHRISTINA NACNAB. CrotmZvo, 6s, 

A. Kaodoneu. the story of 

TERESA. Crown 2k/o, 6s, 

* Varied and clever characterisation and 
close sympathy with humanity.''— J^trx^ 
ntinstor GaxttU. 

* The book is bracing as the moor itself. 
It has a threefold interest;— its^ keen 
characterisation, its psychological insight, 
and its philosopny of life.'*— i'lZv/Si 

Lucas Kalet See page 33. 

Richard Marsh, Author of * The Seen and 
the Unseen.' BOTH SIDES OF THE 
VEIL. Second Edition,- CrvtonSvo, 6s, 

* Here we have Mr. Marsh at his best.' — 
GMi, See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 

A. B. W. Hason, Author of * The Courtship 
of Morrice Buckler,' ' Miranda of the Bal- 
cony,' etc CLEMENTINA. Illustrated. 
Croton Bpo, 6s, 

' A romance of the most delicate ingenuity 
and humour . . . the very quintessence of 
romance. *— Spectator, 

L.T. Heade. DRIFT. Crown^o. 6s, 
'Well told, and full of incident and 
character. '— world, 

* A powerfully •wrought %tarj,*—Birming^' 
hamfosL 

I A powerful story, which treats of the 
drifting of a man of high intellectual gifts.' 
— Court Circular, 



Bertram mtfdrd. THE SIGN OF the 

SPIDER. Fifth EdiHonL 

F. F. Hontresor, Author of < Into the High- 
ways and Hedges.' THEALIEN^ Suond 
Edition, Crown Zvo, 6s, 

* Fresh, unconventional, and instinct with 
human sympathy. ' — Manchester Guardian, 

' Miss Montresor creates her tragedy out 
of passions and necessities elementarily 
human. Perfect axt,'.-^pectaior, 

Arthur KOxrison. See page 34. 

W. E. KonlSk THE EMBARRASSING 
ORPHAN. Crown Bvo. fix. 
See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 

Alfred OUivant OWD BOB, THlg: GREY 
DOG OF KENMUIR. Fifth Edition, 
CrownZvo, fix. 

*Weird, thrilling, stnkingly graphic.*— 
Punch, 

' We admire this book ... It is one to 
read t^tfx admiration and to praise with 
enthusiasm.'— ^«^MM(». 

' It is a fine, open-air, blood-stirring book, 
to be ei\Joyea by every man and woman to 
whom a dog is dear.'— ZsArra^^. 

S. PhilUps Oppenheiau MASTER of 

MEN. Second Edition^ Crown Bvo, 6s, 

ailheirt Paxker. See page 34. 

James Bbthe Patton. BijLi, THE 

DANCER. Crown Bvo, 6s, 

KaxPimherton. THE footsteps OF 

A THRONE. Illustrated. Second Edi- 
tion, Crown Btfo, 6s, 

*^A story of pure adventure, with a sensa- 
tion on every page.' — Daily Mail, 

I CROWN THEE KING. With lUus- 
trations by Frank Dadd andA« Forrestier. 
Crown Bvo, fix. 

' A romance of high adventure, of love and 
war. It is a story of true love, of indomit- 
able will, and of steadfastness, that nothing 
can withstand.' — Daily ifewu 

* A stirring XaX<t:— Outlooks 
EdenPhillpottS. See page 34. 

Walter Raymond, Author of *Love and 
Quiet Life.' FORTUNE'S DARLINa 
Crown Bvo, fix. 

Edith Ridcert OUT OF THE CYPRESS 
SWAMP. Crown Bvo, fix. 

' A tale^in which a note of freshness and 
individuality is struck, and the delicate 
question of colour is handled with originality 
and power. It has fine^hziUing moments.^ 

Sdeeimtor, 

* The whole story is admirably tokL Not 
even in " Uncle Tom's Cabin " as there any- 
thing more exciting than the bloodhound 
chase after the hero/ — Tatler, 

W. PeU Bidge. LOST PROPERTY. 
Second Edition, Crown Bvo, fix. 
' The story is an interesting and animated 
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piolan of tetiniffla lor U&iA Tioadon, 
widi a natonlliumonr and UaderaMft of Its 
own.'— >S'fi#towiM. 

*A rfmple, deUcata bit of veric, which 
will fha pfoasai^ to maaj. Bfuch study of 
tha oussas has tnado hun, dot madi imt 
strong, and— wonder of wond ers c h cqrftiL' 

•A Rally delifhtfiil Ufe bistorv of a 
London fonndlinf. Onoe nM)ce we nave to 
thank Mr. Pett Ridge for an admirable 
study of London life. ^--Sftctaitr, 

Kn. K. H. |U>b«rton. A GALLANT 
QUAKER. Ilhistrated. Cr&wnZvo, fa, 

'It is a strong story of love and bate, of 
religfoasexctieaMnt and calm faith. *^-X##ift 



MY DANISHSWEET. 
HEART. Illustrated. Fcurik EdUicH, 

OlttM Rkyi. THE WOOING OF 
SHEIJ^ SeamdEditUn, C#Vfliw8M. 6r. 

' AreaUy fine book. A book that deserves 
to live. Sheibi is the sweetest heroine who 
has lived in a novelist's pages^ for many a 
day. Every scene and every incident has 
the impress of touth. it is a masterly ro- 
mance, and one that should he wifAaly read 
and appreciated.'— Af<0r)»t«yZM(d!m 

W.BatelMa THELANDOFTHULOST. 
Crowm 8ev. 6(. 

'An exciting story • . .the {dot and 
passion are managed with skill,, and the 
auth<nr shows himself a master of the art of 
depicting human character.' 

— GUm^w HtrtUd, 

Al1tM*^f 8«nmilt. Author of * The Story of 
kpSnitent Soul.' A GREAT LADY. 
CfVMm 8vr«. 6s. 

THE MASTER OF BEECHWOOD. 
Crown Bsw. 6r. 

*A pleasant and excellently told story, 
' natural and fresh*' — Gtmagaw Htraid, 

*A wholesome oocvel, with plenty of 
inddcttt.'— «^2tecAs/i0r. 

W. F. BbanHOIL THE MESS DECK. 
Crown^foo, 3*. 6eL 

Helen Shipton. THE STRONG GQD 
CIRCUMSTANCE. Cr&umtvo, (S* . ' 

Annto Swan. LOVE GROWN COLD. 
Second kditinu Crvwmisw. sg, 
*Onc of the strongest books that the 

. author has yet given us. We feel that the 
characters are taken from life. The story 
is (old with deUcacy and restraint.'^i^ax^ 

fffffl^wlfi Bwlft, Author of 'Siren City.' 
• SuRDON. Crown 9v0, 6s, 

'Handled with a skill and a power 



that are ^^bnm ua&Uing. The book is 
thorougUjr flood. Itabsorhaaamnchbylts 
ingenmty in the use of material as by the 
force of Its imsginarion. '-^A^ademym 

'The author tells his story with greet 
dramatic inteutaess. with atopUcity, and 
strengdi.'— 2>«t// JmKT. 

' A remarkable, venturesome, painful, and 
Interesting book. The story is beautifiiUy 
told ; it is rare pleasure to read such writing, 
so simple, finely balanced, graceful, refined, 
yetforcih!e.'~lf>f^4/. 

Pfttawalnpmaa a heroine prom 

FINLAKIX CrvwnS^v, 6s. 

* Ftesh In subject and treatment^' 

'-'Aeademr, 
<An tdbil of couatry life which has the 
duum^ of entira novelty and froahness.'— 
tdoming Ltiidtr, 

' This tale of Russian and Finnish life is a 
most readable and enUir^Iuig one. The 
story is simple yet strong, and reveals 
intinmte knowledge of Furnish Kle and 
manners.'— >SVv<lfwra«i. 

* A delightful tuacj^^Daify Sx^ms, 
'This lovely tale.*^ 

-^MtmAuUr Gmmrdian. 
'A vivid picture of pastond Itfe in a 
beautiful ana too little known country.' 

,^Pall MaU GaxetU, 

li. B. ToWBSbttLd. LONE PINE : A Ro. 
manoe of Mexican Life. Crown 89v. 6s. 

H. B. UuxlOtt WatMm. THE SKIRTS 
OF HAPPY CHANCE. lUostrated. 
Seeemd Edition, Crown 9iihk 6r. 

' Mr. Watson's light touch, his gentiine 
senseof humour, his ingenuity, ana|^ above 
all. his polished and clear*cut style will pro* 
vide genuine entertainment *-^Piht. 

H. O. Wells. THE STOLEN BACILLUS, 
and other Stories. Su*nd Edition* Crown 
BtfO, 6s, 

THE PLATTNER STORY and OTHBit& 
Second Edition Crown tno, 6s. 

Stanley WeymaiL Author of * a Gentleman 
of France,' UNDER THE RED ROBE. 
With Illustrations by R. C Wooi>vii.lb. 
Seventeenth Edition, Crown Bvo. 6s. 

* Every one who reads books at all must 
read this thrilling romance, from the first 
page of which to the last the breathless 
reader is haled along.' An in^iration of 
manliness and courage.'— Z>«/(^ Chronicle, 

ZftOk. Author of * Life is Life.* TALES OF 
DUNSTABLE WEIR. Crown%oo, 6s, 

'"Zack** draws her pictures with great 
detail; they are indeed Dutch interiors in 
their fidelity to the small things of life.* — 
Vt^estminster Gautte, 
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Crown %vo, y, 6d, 

Messrs. Methuen ar« now pubH^ing popular Novels m a new and mosc 
charming style of binding. Ultimately, this Series will contain the following 
books : — 



Andrew BaUbiir. 

To Arms! 

VBNCBANCB IS MINE. 

K. 0. Batfonr. 

The Vkll op the Sparrow. 

Jane Barlow. 

The Land op the Shamrock. 
A creel op Irish Stories. 
From the East Unto the West. 

J. iu Barry.' 

In the Great deep. 

E. F. Benson. 

The capsina. 

ix>Do : A detail op the Day. 

The Vintage. 

J. Blonnddlle-Burton, 

IN THE DAY OP ADVERSITY. 
DBNOUNCBD. 

THE Clash op Arms, 
across the Salt Seas. 
servants op Sin. 

Mrs. Casyn (ipta). 

ANNE MAULEVHRBK. 

Ada Cambridge. 

Path am> Goal. 

Mrs. W. K. Clifford. 
A Woman Alone. 
A Flash- OP Summer. 

J. Kaclaren Cobbftn. 

The ancel of the covenant. 
Julian Corbetl 

A BUSINESS IN Great Waters. 

L. Cope Comford. 

SONS OP ADVBRSI'n'. 

Stepben OmnsL 

WOUNDS IN THQ, RAIN. 

B. K. Oroker. 

A STATE SECRET. 
PEGGY OP THE BARTONS. 

Hope Dawlish. 

A SECRETARY UP LEGATION. 

A. J. Dawson. 

DANIEL WHITE. 

Evelyn tdddnson. 

A Vicar's Wife. 
THE Sin op Angels. 

Harris Diokson. 

The Black wolp's breed. 

Keoie Mnriei Dowle. 

the Crook op the bough. 

Mrs. Dudeney. 

The third Floor. 

. Sara Jeannette Dnnoan. 

A Voyage op Consolation, 
the path of a Star. 

Q. Manvllle Fenn. 

AN RLECTRtC SPARK. 
The STAIl GA2HBS. - - 

Eli's CrildUbn. 
A Double Knot. 

JaiM H. Flndlater. 

A DaUCHTBR OP STRIPE. 

raciu»u 



Masy nadlater. 

BETTY MUSGRAVE. 

Jane H. and Mary nndlater 

Tales that arbtold. - 

J. 8. netober. 

The Paths op the Prudent. 
The Builders. 

M. E. Francis. 

Miss Erin. 

Mary Ckiiint 

KIRKHAM'S FINDw 

Deadman's. 

THE MOVING Finger. 

Dorotbea Gerard. 

Thiugs that have happened. 

B. Mnrray Gilcbrist. 

WILLOWBRAKB. 

Oeorge Gissiag. 

the CROWN OP LIPS. 

Cbarles Gleig; 

bunter's cruise. 

8. Gordon. 

A HANDFUL OP Exotics. 

C. F. Goss. 

The Redemption of David Corson. 

K M'Qneen Gray. 

My Stewardship. - 
Hlsa. 

Robert Bioibens. 

BYBWAVS. 

I. Hooxwr. 

THE Singer op Marly. 

Emily Lawless. 
hurrish. 

Mablcho. 

Itorma Lorinier* 

MIRRY.ANN. . 

josiAH's Wipe. 

Ednalj'aU. 

derrick vaughan. Novelist. 
Hannah LyndL 

AN Odd Experiment. 

Blobard MftTihi 

THE Seen and the Unseen. 
Marvels and mysteries. 

W. B. Horris. 

Matthew Austin. 

His Grace. 

THE Despotic Lady. 

CLARISSA FURIOSA. 
GILES UfGlLBY. 

AN Octave. 

JACK'S FATHEIt. 

A d^lorable Affair. 

Mrs. Olipbant 

Sir ROBSRrs FORTUNE. 

THE TWO Marys. 
The Lady's walk. 
Tub PRODICAI.S. 

Maxy A- Owen. 

The Daughter op alouettk. 

Mazy Xt, Pendtved. 

AN Englishman. 
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A FORBST OFFICBK. 

ft. Ortoa Prowse, 

THft POnON OP ASM. 

Bichard Pzyoo. 

Time and thr woman. 
Tub Quibt Mrs. Fleming. 

W. 99%% BIdgM. 

A Son op thb state. 
Sbcrbtary to Baynb, M.p. 

MorlA J Bobcrts. 

Thb Plumdbrbrs. 

MMihftll flaondera. 

ROSB A CHARUTTB. 

W. 0. BcQlly. 

Thb Whitb Kbcatoub. 
bbtwbbn sun and sand. 
A vbndbtta op thb Desbrt. 

ft. N. SteplMOa. 

AN ENBMY TO THB KING. 
A GBNTI.BUAN PLAYER. 



B. H. Strain. 

Blm^lie's Drag-Net. 

Baiii^ Stuart. 
A Woman op Forty. 

Christalla. 

Dudieaa of Safherlaad. 

ONB Hour and tub Next. 

BttUamin Swift. 

SiRBN City. 

Victor Waita 

Cross Trails. 

Mrs. Walford. 

SUCCESSORS TO THE TITLE. 

PercT Wliito. 
A PASSIONATE Pilgrim. 

Urs. 0. N. Willianiflon. 

THB Adventure of Princess Sylvia. 

XL. 

AUT DIABOLUS AUT NIHIL. 



The ICELANDER'S SWORD. By S. Barinff-Gould. 

Two Little children and Ckihg. By Edhb b. 

CutlMlL 
TODDLBBBN'8 Hero. By M. M. Blake. 
Only a guard-room dog. By Edith B. CuthelL 
Thb Doctor op the julibt. By Harry ColUof. 

•rood. 
Master Rockafbllar's Voyage. By W. Clark 

Russell. 



3Booli0 tot J3OS0 and Oixls 

Crown Svo, y. 6d, 



Syd Helton : Or» tfa* Boy iriio would not go to Sea 

By G. Manville Fenn. 
The Red Grange. By Mrs. Molesworth. 
The Secret op Madame de Monluc. By the 

Author of ' Mdto. Mori.' 
Dumps. By Mrs. Parr. 
A Girl op the People. By L. T. Meado. 
Hepsy Gipsy. By L. T.Meade. sr.6dL 
The honourable Miss. By L. T. Meade. 



Jn>c ftoveliat 

Messrs. Mbthuen are issuing under the above general title a Monthly Series 
of Novels by pcqpnlar authors at the price of Sixpence. Some of these Novels 
have never been published before. E^h number is as long as the average Six 
Shilling Novel. The first numbers of ' The Novelist ' are as follows :^ 



I. Dead Mbn Tell no Tales. By E. W. 

HomuniF. 
IL Jennie BAXTER. Journalist. By Robert 
Barr. 

III. The INCA'S Treasure. By Ernest GlanviUe. 

IV. A SON OP THB State. By W. Pett Ridge. 
V. FURZE BLOOM. By S. Barinff.Gotdd. . 

VI. BUNTBR'S CRUISE. By C. Gleig. 
VII. THE GAY DBCsrVBRS. By ArUiur Moore. 
VIII. Prisoners op War. ByA.Boy&onWeekes. 
IX. Outo/priMtm 
X. Veldt and Laager i Tales of the Traasvaftl. 

By E. S. Valentine. 
XI. THE Nigger Knights. By F. Norreys 

ConneL 
XII. A Marriage at sea. By w. awk RussdL 
XIII. The pomp of thb lavilbttes. By 
Gilbert Parker. 

XIV. A Man of Mark. By Antiieny Hope. 

XV. THE CaRISSIMA. By Lucas Malet. 
XVI. The LADY'S Walk. By Mr*. OUphant. 



XVIL Derrick Vauchan. By Edna LyalL. 
XVIIL In the Midst of alarms. By Robot 

Barr. 
XIX His grace. By W. E. Norris. 
XX. Dodo. By E. F. Benson. 
XXL CHEAP Jack ZITA. By S. Baringr-Gonld. 
XXIL When valmond came to Pontiac By 

Gttbert Parker. 
XXIII. The human boy. By Eden PhOIpotts. 
> XXIV. The chronicles of Count ANroNia 
By Anthony Hope. 
XXV. By Strokb of Sword. By Andre* 

Balfour. 
XXVT. Kitty Alone, b^ s. Barlmr-Gould. 

XXVIL GILBS INGILBY. By W. E. Norris. 
XXVIIL URITH. By S. Baring-Gould. 
XXIX. THE TOWN Traveller. By George 

Gissinff. 
XXX. MR. SMITH. By Mrs. Walford. 
XXXI. A CHANCE OP AIR. By Anthony Hope. 



THE Matabblb Campaign. 

Baden-PoweU. 
THE Downfall OF Prbmpbh. By MiO«^>General 

Baden-PowelL 
My Danish sweetheart. By W. Clark RuteelL 
IN THE Roar of thb Sba. By S. Baring^<k>ttld. 
PBGGY OP THB BARTONS, By B. M. Croker. 
BADEN-POWELL OP MAPEKING : A Biography. 

By J. S. Fletcher. 
Roberts of Pkbtoria. By J. S. Fletcher. 
THE Green Graves op Balgowkie. By j«ne 

H. Findtetcr. 



Aetbttcif Sia:penni^ Xibtarc 

A New Series af Copyright Books 

By MiJor.Generil 



The Stolen bacillus. By H. g. Wells. 

Matthew Austin. By W. E. Norris. 

the conquest of London* By Doroth* 

Gerard. i 

A Voyage op Consolation. By Sara J. Duncaa. ' 
The mutable many. By Robeit Barr. 
Sir Robert^ Fortune. By Mrs. Oliphant. 
CLARISSA FURIOSA. By W. E. Noifis. 
NOBML By S. Barui£*Gould. 
ACROSS THB Salt SBAS. By J. BloundeUe 

Burton. 
THE THRONE OP DAVID. By J. H. lagiahua. 



